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The Printers to the Reader. 


#8-He dedication of this work having been 
FNC made by the Authour to the Divine Ma- 
N= je/tie oncly,how ſhould we now preſume 
to intereſt any mortall man in the patro 
nage of it? Much lefſe think we 1t meet 
t@ ſeek the recommendation of the Muſes , for that 
which himſelf was confident to have been inſpired by 
4 diviner breath then flows from Helicon. The world 
therefoxe ſhall receive it in that naked fimplicitie, withe 
which he left jr,withour any addition either of ſupparrt 
or ornament, more thenis.included in ir (elf, We leave 
& fxee and unforcſtalled to every mans judgement, and 
to the benefit that he ſhall finde by erulall. Onely for 
the. clearing of ſome paflages, we have thought it not 
unfit to make the common Reader privie to {ome fewe 
= 4p of the condition and diſpoſition of the 
erſon; 

Being nobly born, and as eminently endued witty 
Bitts of the minde, and having by induſtric and happy 
education perfe&ed them to that great height of excel- 
lencie whereof his fellowſhip of Trinitic Colledye in 
Cambridge , and his Orator-ſhip in the Univerſities 
rogether with that knowledge which the Kings Court 
had taken of him, could make relation Gere chang Or= 
ginarie, Quitting both his deſerts and all the opportus 
nities that he had for worldly preferment , he betook 
himſelf to the SanQuarie and Temple of God, choo« 
ling rather co ſerve at Gods Altar, fo to feck the hou 
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forcementsto this courſe(for outward there was n 
which many of theſe enſuing verſes bear witnefle 
they detraQt not from the freedome , bur adde to t 
honour of this reſolution in him. As God had enab| 
him, ſo he accounted him meet not onely to be calle 
but to be compelled to this ſervice: Wherein his fait 
full diſcharge was ſuch, as may make him juſtly a cor 
panion to the primitive Satats, and a pattern or mo 
tor the age he lived in, 

To teſtifie his independencie upon all others , a 
ro quicken his diligence in this kinde, he uſed in his c 
dinarie ſpeech, when he made mention of the blef 
name of our Lord and Savjour Jeſus Chrift, to add 
My Maſter. 

Next God, he loved that which God himſelf hat 
magnificd aboye all rhings, that is, his Word: ſo as] 
hath been heard to make ſolemne proteſtation, that } 
would not part with one leaf thereof for the who 
world, if it were offered him in exchange. 

His obedience and conformitie to the Church ar 
the difcipline thereof was fingularly remarkabl 
Though he aboundel in private devotions, m wer 
hc every morning and evening with his familie tot} 
Church;and by his example, exhortations, and encou 
ragements dreyy the greater part of his pariſhioners ! 
accompanie him dayly in the publick celebration © 
Divine Service, 

As for worldly matters, his love and eſteem to they 
was ſo little , as no man can more ambitiouſly ſech 


nour of State-employments, As for thoſe nag 


then he did earneſtly endeavour the reſignation of a! 


Eccleſiaſticall dignitie, which he was poſleſlour of. By 
God permitted not the accompliſhment of this deſire 
having ordained him his inſtrument for reedifying 0 
the Church belonging thereunto , that had layen rui 
nated almoſt ewenty yeares, The reparation ——_— 
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having been uneff:Qually attempted by publick col 


leions , vas in the end by his ovvn and ſome few 


efle © others private free-will-ofterings ſuccesfully effeRted, 


tor. 
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With the remembrance whereof, as of an efpeciall 
good work, when a friend went about tro comfort him 
on hisdeath-bed, he made anſiver , It is a good oo 
if it be ſprinkled with the bloud of Chrif#: otherwile 
then in this reſpe& he could finde nothing to glorie or 
comfort himſelf with, neither inthis, nor in any other 
thing. 

And theſe are but a few of many that might be (aid, 
which ve have choſen to premiſe as aglance to ſome 
parts of the enſuing book, and for an example to the 
Reader, We conclude all with his own Motto, with 
which he uſed to conclude all things that might ſcem 
to tend any way to his own honour; 


Leſſe then the leaſt of Gods mercies, 
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«& The Dedication. 


| Bo wy firſe fruits preſent themſelves to thee; 

Tet not mine neither: for from thee they came, 

And muſt returg. _ of them and me, 

And make us firive, who ſhall fing beſt thy Name, 
Turn their eyes bither, who ſhall make a gainr 

T heirs, who ſha hurt themſebyes or me, refrain. 
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The Church-porch, 


Perirrhanteriumts. 


Hou, whoſe ſyycet youth and early hopes ir 
hance ' X Fe 
.Thy rate and price, and mark thee fora 
treaſuse ; fs. 
arken untoa Verler, who may chance ] 
Ryme thee to good, and make alot of pleaſure, 
” A verſe may finde him, whoa ſermon flies, 
And turn delight into a ſacrifices 


4 


geware of luſt: it doth pollute and foul PÞ 
Whom Ggd in Baptiſme waſht with his own blous 
[t blots thy lefſan written in thy ſoul; 
Fhe holy fines cannot be underſtaod. 

How dare thoſe eyes upon a Biblelook, 
' "Much lefle towards God,wholc luſt is all rheir book? 


Wholly abſtain, or wed. Thy bounteous Lord 

Allows thee cheiſe of paths: take no by-waycs; 

But gladly welcome what he doth aftord; 

Nor grudzging, that thy luſt hath bounds and ftaics, 
Continence hath hus joy: weigh-both; and lo 
If rotengefiie have more, let Heaven go. 


If God had laid all common, certainly 

Man would have bcen th'iacloſer: but fince now 

God hath impal'd us, ca the contrary 

Man breaks the fence, and every ground will ploughy 

; O-what were man, might he himſelfmilplacel 
Surg to be crolle he a ſhaft feet and face, 
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The Chu#th-porch. 
Drink nor the third glafle, which thou cant nor 


When once it is within thee; but before 

Maylt rule it, as thou lift: and poure.the ſhame, 

Which it would poure on thee ,upon the floore. 
It is moſt juſt ro throw that on the ground, L 
Which would chro me there, if T keep the rougt? 1; 
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He that is drunken, may his mother kill Wh 
'Bigge with his ſiſter : - he-harh loſt the reins, On 
Is outlawd by himſelf : all kinde of ill Me 


Did with his liquour fide into his veins. 
The drunkard fortets Man,and doth deveit 
All worldly right,ſarc what he hath by Beaſt. - - | 1 


Shall I, to pleaſe anothers wine-ſprung minde, 
Loſe all mine own? God hath'giv'n me a meaſure. Re 
Fhort of his canne, and bodie: muſt I finde . _ .” Þe 
A pain in that, whcrein he findes a pleafure ? 

Stay at the third glaſſe: if thoulole thy hold , 

Then thou art modcſt, and the wine grows bold, 


It reaſon move not Gallants, quitthe room, Li 
(All n a ſhipwrack ſhift their (everall way) T 
Let not a common ruine thee intombe : C 
Be not a beaſt in courtclic ; bur ſt1y, T 
Stay at the third cup, or forgo the place. _ 
Wine aboye all things doth Gods ſtamp deface;. 3 


Yet, if thou ſipne in wine or wantonnefle, F 
Boaſt not thereof; nor make thy ſhame thy glorie, ÞB 
Frailtic gets pardon by ſubmiffiveneſlc; L 
Kt he that boaſts, ſluts that out of his ſtorie, »þ 


He makes flut warre with God, 2nd doth defie 
Wuh his poare clod of earth the {»2ctous Skie. - | 
T ali, 
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| tanp.\ve not his name, who made thy mouth, in wins 
gets thee nothing, and hath no excuſe. 
[uſt and wine goune a pleaſure avarice gain: 
Bur the cheap {wearer through his open fluce 
; Lets his ſoul runne for nought,as little fearing) 
un? Were I an Epicure, I could bate ſwearing, 


When thou doſt tell anothers jet, therein 

Ormit the oathes,yvhich true wit cannot needs 

Pick out of tales the mirth, but not the ſinne, 

He pares his apple, that will cleanly feed. 
Play not ayay the-vertue of that name, (tame! 
Which is thy beſt take , when gricfs make thee 


The cheapeſt ſinnes moſt deerly puniſhe are; 
© Becauſe to ſhun them alfo is ſo cheap: 
For we have yvit to mark them, and to ſpare, 
© crumble not away thy ſouls fair heap. 
If thou wilt die, the gates of hell arc broad: 
1d, Pride and full finnes have made the Way a road, 


Lie not; but let thy heart be true to'God, 
'Thy mouth to it, thy aQions to them both: 
Cowards tell lies,and thoſe that fear th: rod; 
'The ſtormie working ſoul ſpits lics and froth, 
--Dare to be true, Nothing can necd a ly: 


«. 


£ A faulr,which needs it moſt,grows two thereby? 


Fle idleneſſe, which yer thou conit nor flie 
By dreſſing, miſtreſſing, and complement. 
It thoſe take up thy day, the ſunne will crie 
Againſt thee hor his light was onely lent, (thee 
. God gave thy ſoul brave wings; put not thole fea 
Þ Into a bed ,to ſleep our _ reathers, 
an, ; , 


Art 
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If {tudious, copie fair, what time harh blun'd; 


Art thoua Magiſtrate? then be ſevere: þ 
Redecm truth from his jawes: if ſouldier, 


' Chaſe brave employments with a naked ſword tovita 


Throughout the world. Fool not: for all may h w 
If they dare try ,a glorious life, or grave. | wha 


'O England, full of finne, but moſt of floth! Y.al 
'Spit out thy _ and fill thy breſt with gtorie; rhink 


'T hy Genery blears, as if thy aative cloth 


TT ransfus'd a ſheepiſhneſſe into thy Rtorie: wy 
Not that they all are (0; bur that tie mt Fin 
Are goncto grafle, and in the paſture Lok, Wt 


Some till theirgronnd,but let weeds choke rheir fo 

Some mark a partridge, never their childes faſhnon. Jarvi 

Some ſhip them over, and rhe thing is done. Yho 
Studie this art, make it rhy great deſigne; 
And if Gods image move thee not, let thine, A; 


This loſle fprings chiefly from our education. hook 
o1 


Some great eſtates provide, tut do not beced oh 
A maſt'rinz minde; fo both are loſt thereby: I'S 
,Orels they brecd chem tender, make them need 4 
All that th:y leave : this is flat poverrie. 
For he that needs tive thouland pound tolivey © © 

. Isfull as poore as he that needs bur five. vi 


"The way to make thy ſonne rich, is to ill 

His minde wirh reft, before his trunk with riches: 

For wealth without contentment, clombes a hill 

To feel tho'e tempeſts, which fly over ditches, W 
But if thy ſonne can make ten pound his meaſure, * 
AMIE ney be ERESRE 8 
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ſure ro do it , though it be but ſmall, 


onſtancic knits the bones, and makes us teyyre, 


ent wanton pleaſures becken us to thrall, 
"Who breaks his own bond,forfeiterh himſelf: 
What nature made a ſhip, he makes a ſhelf, 


, Jo. all things like a man, not ſneakingſy: 
* Fhink the king fees thee ſtill; for his King does. 
impring is bur a l[ay-hypocrihie: 
Zzve it a corner, and the clue undoes, 
Who fears to doill, ſers himſelf to rask: 


Who fears to do yell, fare ſhould wear a mask. 


” to thy mouth ; diſeaſes enter there, 
ou haſt two ſconſes,if thy ſtomack cal}z 
 garve, ordiſcourſe ; do not a famine fear, 
Yho carves,is kind to two; who talks,to all, - 
Look on meat, think it dirt,then eat a bir 
And ſay withall, Earth toearth.1 commir. 


Might thoie Who ay amidft their fickly healths, 
Thou liv'it by rule. What doth not ſo, but man? 
Houſes are built by rule, and common-wealths, 
Enrtice the truſty ſunne, if that you can, 

From his Ecliprick line : becken the $kie. 


Who lives by rule then, keeps good companie. - 


Who keeps no guard upon himſelf , is ſlack, 
And rots to nothing ar the next great thavys 
Man isa ſhcp of rufes, a well-truſY'd pack, 
Whoſe every parcell undet-writes a (26% 

| Loſe not thy ſelf , nor give thy humours waye 
, Godgave them to thee under lock and key, 


[ A 3 


5: 
en thou doſt purpoſe _ , (within thy power) 
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By all means uſe ſometimes to be clone. ao! 
Salute thy ſelf : ſee what thy ſoul doth wear. ho c 
Dare to look ih thy cheſt; for'tis thine own : Canne 


| And tumble up and down yyhat thou find'ſt there, A kink 
il | 5 if Who cannot reſt till he godd fellows finde, Th 
| He breaks up houſe, turns out of doores his ming An 


Be thrifty, but not covetous: therefore give Spenc 

| "T hy need, thine honour, and thy friend his due. Do f 

| Never was ſcraper bravc man. Get to live ;. Wou 

| [Then hve,and uſeir: els, jt is nor true And 
| Thar thou haſt gotten. Swely uſe alone 0 
Makes money not a comemprtible ſtone. A: 

[|| l-——Never exceed thy income. Youth may make In c| 
Ill 4 Ev'nwith the yeare: but age, if it will hit, Wilt 
li Shoots a bow ſhort, and leſfl:ns ſtill his Rake, Say 
Es the day leflens, and his bfe with ir. But: 
Thychildren, kindred, friends upon thee call; N 

Before thy journey fairly part with all. I 

Yer in thy thriving ſtil] miſdoubr ſome eyil; Pli 


Leſt gaining gain on thee, and make thee dimme Tt 
'Toall things els.Weal:h is the conjurers devil Pet 
Mi Whom when he thinks hc hath, the devil hath him, Ser 
ll Gold chou mayſt ſafely touch; bur if it ſtick 
ll} Unto thy hands, it wounderh to the quick. 


What skills ir, if a bag of ſtones or gold 1 

Aboutrthy neck do drown thee? wit thy headz ] 

Take ſtarres for money; ſtarres not to be told D 

By any art, yet to be purchaſed, Wo 

None is {vu wadſtfull as the ſcraping dame: F 
} 


She loſeth three for onezher ſoul, reſt, fame. 


The Church-porch. oF 


no means runne indebt: take rhine own meaſure. 
Yho cannor live on twentie pound 2 ycare, 
Cannot on fourtie : he's a man of pleaſure, 
* A kinde of thing thar's for it ſelf too deere, 
The curious unthrift makes his cloth toowide, 
uni And ſpares himſelf, but would his taylor chide. 


Spend not on hopes. They that by pleading clothes 
Do fortunes ſeek, when worth and ſervice fail, 
Would haye their tale beleeved for their oathes, 
Amd are like empty veflels under ſai]. 

Old courtiers know this: therefore ſet out ſo, 


As all the day thou mayit hold out to go. 


In clothes, cheap handſomnefſſe doth bear the bell, 
Wiſedome's a trimmer thing, then ſhop e&'re gave, 
Say not then, This with that lace will do well; 
But, This with my diſcretion will be brave, 
Much cnrjouſneſle is a perpetuall wooing 
Nothing with labour, bolt; lonz a doing, 


Play not for gain, but ſport. Who playes for more 
Then he can loſe with pleaſure, ſtakes his heart; 
Perhips his wives too, and whom ſhe hath bore: 
vScrvants and churches alſo play their part, 

Onoely a herauld, who that way doth paſle, 

Findes his crackt name at lenzth in the church-glaſle. 


<—_—_— a : Wn 


It yet thou love game at ſo deere a rate, 
Learri this, char hath old gameſters decrly coſt: 
Doſt loſe? riſe up: doſt winne? tiſe in that ſtate,” 
Who ſtrive to fit our loſing hands, are loſt, 
F Game is a civil gunpowder, in peace 
” Blowing up houles with their whole incxQſe, : 
| Ou ens oe ne ee 


$ | The Charch-porckh, 


In converſation boldnefſe noyy bears fyvay, 

Burt know,that nothing can ſo fooliſh be, 

As empty boldnefſe: therefore firſt aflay 

[To ſtufte thy minde with ſolid braverie; 
T hen march on gallant : get ſubſtantial worth; - 
Bolkinefle guilds finely, af wall ſet it forth, 


Be ſweet to all. Ts thy complexion forvre? - 

"Then keep ſuch companie 5'make thera rhy allay's 

Ger a thirp wife, a ſervant that will towre, | 

A {tumbler ſtumbles leaſt in rugged way. 
Command thy felt in chicf. Helifes warre knows, 
Whom all his paſſivns folloyy, as he goes. 


Catch not at quarrels, He that dares not ſpeak 

Flainlyand home, is coward of the two, 

T kink not thy fame at ev'ry tywitch will break: 
By great deeds ſhew,thit thou'canft licfle dog 

' Anddothemnor:thit ſhall thy'wildome bez 

And change thy temperance into braveric, 


If that thy fame with cy'ry toy be pos'd, 


*Tis a thinne webb2,which poyſonous fancies make: 


Bur the grear ſouldiers honour wis compos'd 

Of thicker ſtuffe, which would-endure a ſhake, . 

- Wiſdome picks friends; ciyilitie playes the reſt, 
 Atoy ſhuan'd cleanly paſtethwith the beſt, | 


Laugh not too much; the wittic man laughs leaſt; 
For wit is newes onely to ignorance. 

Lefſe at thine own things laugh; leſt in the jeſt 
"Thy perſon ſhire,and the conceit advance. 
Make nox thy ſport, abuſes : for the fl 
That feeds on dung, is coloured thereby. 
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Pick out of mirth, like ſtones our of thy ground, 

Profanenefle, filthineflce, abufivenefle. 

Theſe are the (curame yith whuch courſe wits abound: 

The fine may ſpaze theſc wm 26 not go lefle. ; 

things arc bigge with jeit: nothing that's plain 
But may be wittie, if thou haſt the vein, w_ 


—_ 
£ | 


Wir's an unruly engine, wildly ſtriking 
Sometimes a friend, ſometimes the engineer: 
Haſt thou the knack? pamper ir-not with likings - 
Burt if chow want it, buy it not too deere. 

Many affe&ing wit beyond ther powers 

Have got tv bc adeare fool for an houre, 


Aſad wiſe valour isthe brave complexion, 

That leads the van, and {wallowes up the cities. 
The goler i$a milk-maid, whom ine&ion, 
Or a tu'd beaconfrighteth from his ditties. 

Then he's the ſport: the mirththen in him reſts 
And the fad man.is cock of all his jcſts, 


Towards great perſons uſe reſpefive boldnefle: 
That temper gives them theirs, and yer doth take 
Nothing ng. thine: in ſervice, care, or coldnefle-- 
Doth ratably thy fortunes marre or m2 ke. 

Feed no man. in his lannes: for adulation 


Doth make thee paxcell-deyil in damnationg 


Eavie not greatneſle; for thou mak'st thereby ' 
Thy ſelf the worſe, and fo the diſtance greater," 
Be not thine own worm: yer ſuch jaloulic, 
As hurts nor others, but may make thee better, 
Is a good ſpurre. Corre&t Gp poten ſpite; 
ee 


'T hen may the ——_ bog Ne Ga 


On nc He oo 
— > 
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| | {Thy drops of bloud muſt pay down all his fear: 


; 'Fhy friend put in thy boſome: wear his cies 


Io The Church-porch.. 


When bafeneſſe is exalted , do not bate- Ent 
Theplace its honour, for the perſons ſake. For 
The ſhrine is that which thou doſt venerate; (Bi 
And not the beaſt, that bears it on his back. Ra! 
 Icare notthough the cloth of ſtate ſhould be * 


Not of rich arras, but mean tapeſtrie, 


Still in thy heart, that he may ſee what's there. 
If cauſe require, thou art his ſacrifice ; 


But loveisloſt; the way of friendſhip's gone, 


Though David had his Forathan,Chriſt his John: 


Yet be not ſurety, if thou be a father. 


My childrens right,nor ought he take it:rather 


I, 
 Loveisa perſonall debt, I cannot give F 
\ 
I 


- 
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Both friends ſhould die,then hinder them to liye, 
Fathers firkt enter bonds to Natures ends; 
And are her ſureties, ere they are a friends, 


Tf thou þe fin:le,all thy goods and ground 

Submit to love z but yet not more then all. 

Give cne eſtate, as one lite, None is bound 

T 0 work for two,who brought himſelf to thrall. 
God made me one man; love makes-me no more, 
Till labour comezand make my yyeaknefle (core. 


Tn thy diſcourſe, if thou deſire to pleaſe: 
All fuch is courteous, uſefull,new,or wittie, 
Ufcfulneſſe comes by labour, wit by eaſc; 
Courtche grows in court ; neyvs 1 the citic, 
| Geta good Rock of theſe,then draw the card: 
'That bin him bc; of whom thy ſpecgh js heard. 
46's HA + > Entice 
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Entice all neatly to whar they know beſt ; 

For ſo thou doſt thy ſelf and him a pleaſure: 
{Burt 2 proud ignorance will loſe his reſt, | 
Rather then ſhew his cards) ſteal from his treaſure 


What ts ask further, Doubts well rais'd do lock 
The ſpeakex to thee, and preſerve thy Rock, 


Tf thou be Maſter-gunner,ſpend not-all 
That thoucanſt ſpeak,at once ; but husband it, 
And give men. turns of ſpeech: do not foreſtall 
By laviſhacfle thinc owggand others wit, 
As if thou mad'ſ thy'will, A civil guett 
Will no more talk all,*thcn cat all the tgaſt, 


Be calm in-arguing; for hercenefle makes 
Errour a faulc,and twuth difſcourtehe. 
Why ſhould I feel another mans miſtakes 
More,then his ſicknefl>s or povertie? 
In love I ſhould : but anger is not love, 
Nor wildome neither: therefore gently move, 


Calmneſle 1s great advantage : he thor lets 

Another chife,may warm him at hus fice, 

Mark all his wandrings, and enjoy his frets ; 

As cunninz fencers ſuffer heat to tire. 
Truth dveclls not in the clouds:the bow thar's there, 
Doth often aim at, never hi: the ſpheze. 


Mark what another (ayes: for miny are 
Full of themſclves,znd anſwer their own notion, 
Take all into thee; then with equall care 

Ballance each dramme of reaſon, like a potion. 

If truth be with thy friend,be with them both; 
hare-in the conqueſt, and confeſſe a troth, 


' 


: 


| Wt WW WF 


N 
3 
] 


' Ditch thy behaviour low, thy proje@s high;- 


2 The Church-porch. 

Be uſefull where thou liveſt, that they may 

Both want and wiſh thy pleaſing prefence Rilt, 

Kindneſle, g90d parts, great places are the way 

To compaſle this. Finde out mens\anits and-will;. 
And meer them thete- All worldly joyes go lei. 
To the one joy- of doing kindnefles. 


go ſhalt thou humble and magnanimous be; 
Sink notin ſpirit. Who SR at the sky, 
Shoots higher much then he that means a tree. 
A grain of glorie mixe with humblencfſe 
7 Cures-both a fever and lethargickneſle, hos 


Det thy minde ſtill be berit, ſtill plotting where, . 
And when, and how the bufinefle may be done, 
Wacknefle breeds worms; but the ſure traveller, 
f Though he alight ſometimes;ſtill goerh on. 
Adtive and ftirrig ſpirits live alone, 
Wrue ON the others, Here-lies fuch G 0Ne: - 


| a. entre 
OE NN EH> 7 


Slizht not the ſmalleſt Tofie, whether it be- 
Th love or honour : take account of all, 
Shine like the ſunne in every corner: ſee 
Whether thy tack of credit (well,or fall. 
Wha fay, I care nor, thoſe I give for loſt; 
And to infttu& them, 'twill nor quir the coſt, 


_— — - o— hs 


Scorn no mans love, though of a meandegreey 
(Love is-a preſent-for a mightie king,) q » 
Much kfſe make aty one thine enemie, {114 
As gunnes deftroy ,fo may a little fling. 
The-eunning workman never doth refute 
Poe meanck tool, that ke may chance.ao uſe, Ay; 
co : 


The Church-porch. 73} 


All forrain wiſdom: death; amount ro this, 

o take all that is givent 3 whether wealth, 

love,or language ; nothing comesamiſſer 

good digeſtion turneth alt ro health: © + 

And then as farre as fair behaviour may, | 

Strike off. all ſcores; none are ſo cleare as theyz,-/ 


IL. 


Keep all thy native good,-and natnralize 

All Forrainrad that name; bur ſcorn their ill; 
ZEmbrace cheiraQivenefie; not vanities; 

Env follows all things, forfeireth his will; 

% Tfthou bfavelt eos ersin each fit, 

+4 Ja rime they'l runne toe out of all chy vvit;.. - 


"Aﬀe& in things about thee cleanlineſſe, -- - 
"That all —_— board thee, as a flowre: 
-Slovens take up their ſtock of noiſomneſle 
" Beforchand, and anticipatetheir laſt houre;.. - -- -- 74 
| Let thy mindes ſweetneffe have his operation : 
U pon thy body, clothes, and habitation, 


Ta Almes regard thy means, and others merit; 
"Think heav'na berter bargain, then togrye = 
Qaely thy ſingle marker-money for it; | 
' Toyn hands with God to make a man tolive; 
Give tq all ſomething ; to a good poore man, 


Till chow change pames,and be where he began, . 


Man is Gods image 3 buta poore man-is 
Chriſts tawp to boot : both images regard, - 
— _  Godreckons for him, counts the 'fayqur his: 
Write, So much giv'n to God; thou ſhalt be heard; 
Let thy almes go before, and keep heay'ns gate 
Open tor thee; or boch maycom tog las,  - 


* 


, 


— 


p=D ® 


Iq 


Reſtore to God his due in tithe and time: 


The Churth-porch. 


þ tum 

A tithe purloin'd cankers the whole eſtate. ale 
Sundaies obſerve: think when the bells do chime; Ken 
'Tis angels muſick'; therefore come not late, hole 
God thendealsbleflings : If a king did ſo, * Wt 
Who would nct haſte,nay give, to ſee the ſhow? M8 
Tyvice on the day, his due is underitood; et V 
Forall the yyeek thy food ſo oft he gave thee, ixins 
'Thy cheere is mended; bate not of the food, Zr) 
Becauſe 'tis better, and pet haps may ſave thee. \1l v 
* "Thwart not th' Almighty God:O be not croſte; $1 
Faſt ywyhen thou waltz but then 'tis gaingnot lofle, . 4 V 
Though private-prayer be a- brave deſigne,- - Jud 
Yet publigk hath more promiſes, more love: Er 
And love's + weight to hearts,to eies a figne, G0 
We all are but cold-uitours-;let us move 1] 


Where it is warmeſt. Eeave thy fGix and ſeven; - 


Pray with the moſt: for where moſt pray,is h:avens 
When once thy foot enters the church,be bare, .H 
God is more there then thou: for thou art there P 
Onely by his perraiſs.on. Then beware, F 
And make thyſelf all reverence and fear. V 


Kneeling nc're ſpoil'd filk-ſtocking; quit thy {tate , 
All equall are within the churches gate, 


Reſort to ſermons, but to 


raycrs moit: 


Praying's thecnd of acting O be dreſt: 


Stay not 


for th' other pin:why,thou haſt loſt 


A joeyfor it worth'worlds. Thus hell doth jeſt 


Amway 


IJþy £ 


" 


3 


thy bleſsings,and extreamly flout thee, 
lothes being faſt,but thy ſoul looſe abow thee. 
G des er Fon anmaoudt In - 
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—— 


ttime of ſervice ſeal up both thine cies, 
d ſend them to thine heart; thar ſpying finne, 
varmaat weep out the {tains by thera didriſe: 
hoſe doores-being ſhut,all by the earc comes in, 
' Who marks inchurch-time othersſymmetrie, - 
?_ Makes alltheix beautic hus defornutic,. 


&t vain or buſie thoughts have there no part: 
ring not thy plough thy plots.thy pleaſures thither, 
Jhrift purg'd his remple ; lo mutt thouthy heart. 
$11 worldly-thoughts are bur theeves mer togethep 
Tocouzin thee. Look to thy ations well: 
* For churches are cither our heay'n or hell. 


Judge not the preacher; for he is thy Judge: 

If rhou miſhke.-him,thou concciv i him not. - 

God calleth preaching folly, Do not grudge 

Tc pick out treaſures from an earthen por, 
The worſt ſpeak ſomething good: if all want ſenſey. 
Ged takes.a text, and preacheth patience. 


* Ne that gets patience, and the bleſſing which 
Preachers conclude with, hath nor loſt his pains, 
He that by being at church eſcapes the ditch, 
Which he might fall in by companions, gains. 
He that loves Gods abode, and to combine 
With ſaints on earth;ſhall one day with them ſhine; 


Jeſt not at preachers language, or'cxpreſſion: 
How know | thou,but thy finnes made hin miſcarrie? 
T hen turn thy faults and his into confeſlion: 
God ſent him, whatſoe're he be: Q carry, 
And love him for his Maſter : his condition, 
4 hough it be ill, makes him no ill Phyſician. 
= PLEISS CEE AIE AY Nog 
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None ſhall in hell ſuch bitter pangs endure, | 
As thoſe, who mock at Gods way of Glyation, } - 
Whom oyl and bal{ames kill, vhat Galve can cure? - fe 
'They drink with greedinefle a full damnation. . © I 
he Jevvs rhunder; and we, folly. : 
Though God do hedge us in, yet who is holy? © 


Summe up at night what thou haſt done by day 
Andin the morning, what thou haſt to do. 
Dreſle and uadrefle chy ſoul: mark the decay 
And growth of it: if with thy watch, that too 
Be down, then winde up both: ſince we ſhall be- 
Moſt ſuscly judg'd, make thy accounts agree. 


Inbrief, acquitthee bravely; play the man. 
Look not an pleaſures as they come, but go. - 
Deferre notthe leaſt vertue: lifes poore ſpan- 
Make not an-&L by trifling in thy wo. 

.” Hf thou do ill, the joy fades, not the pains: 
If yeell, the pain doth fadegthe joy remain, .. 


» 


 ESDEDESDEPED 
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| Superliminare? . 


be- 
| "Hou, weiom the former precepts have 

Sprinkled and taught, hoyy to behave 
Thy ſelf in church ; approach;and taſte 
The churches myſtical | repaſt, 


W— ———— — ———— ——_—___ -_—_—_ 


Void profanenefle ; come not here: 
Ty Notng ut hol;ypurc,and cleaxes 
Or that whic -roneth to be (0, 

May at his ail turther go. 


{i} Made of a heart , and cemented with tearcs + 
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CO SIIS ISO OS AASEHARL 
The Altar. Q 


A broken AiTar, Loid, thy ſervant reares; 


'Tt 


Whoſe parts are as thy hand did frame 3 Y W 
No workmans tool hath touch'd the ſame. 
| AHErarr alone : 
i {| Is fact a ſtone , 
| As nothing but 
| Thy power doth cut, 
L Wherefore each part 


Ct my hard heart 
Meets in this frame, 
To praiſe thy name: 
That if I chance to hold my peace , 
Theſe ſtones to praiſe th:e may noi ceale, 
© ler thy blefled Sacrrs1cs be mine; 
| And ſinfliffe this ALTtan to be thine, 


T1401 
*.. _ 
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O! all ye, who paſſe by, whoſe eyes and minde 

To warldly things are ſharp, but to me blindez 
'To me, who took eyes that I might you finde: 

Was ever grief like mine? 


"The Princes of my people make a head 
Againſt their Maker: they do with me dead, 
Who cannot wiſh, except I give them bread: 
Wa ever grief like mine? 


ues; 


reg « 


Withotit me each one who doth nov me brave, 
Had to this day been an Egyptian Jaye. 
Thcy uſe that power againit me, which I gave: 
Wa ever grief like ipine? 


Mine obvr. Apoſtle, whothe bag did beare, 
"Though he had all I had, did not torbeare 
'Toſcll me alſo, and to put me there; 

Was ever grief, &@& 


For thirty pence he did my death deviſe, 
Who at three hundred did the ointment Prizes 
Not half ſo ſweet as my ſweet ſacrifice: 

Was ever grief, <0. 


Therefore my ſoul melts, and my hearts deare treaſurg;_ 
Drops bloud (the onely beads) my words to meaſure: 
Ob let this cup paſſe, if it be thy pleaſure : 

Was ever grief,. @©'6. 


Theſc drops being temper'd with a ſinners tears, 

A Balſome are for both the Hemiſpheres: 

Curing ail wounds, but mine; all, but my fears: 

Ho  _Wrever grief, &6. y 
<& 
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| Yetmy Diſciples ſleep: I cannor gain Ih 
| One houre of watching; but their drowſie brain T - 
Comforts not me, and doth my dotine ſtain: Whe 
Was ever grief like mine? , 
Ariſe, _—_— come. Look how they runne, | _ 
- Alas! what haſte they make to be undone! | Wh 


Hovy with theirlanterns do they ſeek the ſunne!. 
Wa ever grief, @ 6 


With clubs and Raves they ſeek me, as a thief, bt. 
= Who am the way of truth, the true relief; 
-Moſttrue to thoſe, who are my greateſt grief: 
Was ever grief, 0c 


| 7udas,doſt thou betray me with a kiſle 2 
Canſt thou finde hell about ny bps? ind mifſe E By 
Of life, juſt ar the gares of life and bliſle? 


Was ever grief, 6. 


F See, they lay hold on me, not with the hands 

: \Of faith, but furie: yer at their commands 

"I ſuffex binding, who have loos'd their bands: 
Wa ever grief, © Gs 


| All my Diſci les flie; fear puts a barre 1 
*Betwixrt my Fiends and me. T hey leave the ſtarre, LY 
© Thar brought the wiſe men of the Eaſt from farre: , 


Wa evergrief, &'c, 


{Then from one ruler to another bound 
hey leade me; urging, that it was not ſound 
What] taught: Comments would the text confound: 


Was ever grief, & c, 
(The Prieſt and rulers all falſe witneſle ſeek 
*Gainſt himawho ſeeks notlife, but is the meek . 
Aud ready Paſchal Lambe of this great week : Y 
ART JM. 
ls 


| 


* Why, he that built the world cando much more: 


* Then they condernne me all with that ſame breathy- T” 


I? 


- 


| 


| "They binde, and lexde me rmto Herod: he * ' 
» Sends me to Pifare. This makes them agree; 
> But yerthcur friendſhip is my enmitie: 


+ I him obey, yyho all things elſe command: 
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Then they accuſe me of great blaſphemee, : 
That 1 did thraſt inre theDeitie, : l 
Who never thought that any robberte: 

| Was ever grief like mixe# 
Some ſaid, that T the Temple to the floore - 
In three dayes raz'd, andraiſed as before. 


Wa ever grief, & + 


Which I do give them daily, unto death. 
Thus Adam my firſt breathing rendererh: 
Wa ever grief, + 


Was ever grief, & 6, 


Herod and all his bands do fer me light, 
Who teach al{ hands to warre, fingersrto fight, 


AnJ1 onely am the Lord of hoſts and might: 
Was ever grief, & 


Herod in judgement fits, vvhule Tdo ftand, / 
Examines me with a cenſorious hand: 


Wa ever grief, & (4 


The Jews accuſe me with defpitefulnefſe; 

And vying malice yvith my gentleneſſe, 

Pick quarrels yvith their onely happinefles: 
Wa evergrief, & 6 


I anſwer nothing, butwith partence prove 

If ſtony hearts will melt with gentle K 

Bur who does hawk arcagles with a dove? . 
ES © Waegvergrieh @6& My 


- 
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My Gilence rather doth augment: their cris; 


My dove doth back into my boſome flie, 
Becauſe the raging vearers ſtill are high: 


Was ever grief like wind 


Heark hovy they crie alpud Kill, Crucific; 
It is 20t fit be live a day , they crie, 
Who cannot Live lefſe then eternally: 
Wa ever grief, 


PHate a ſtranger holdeth of; but they, 
Mine own deare people, cry, Away, aways 
With noiles confaſe frightung the day; 
| Was ever grief, c. 


Yer ſtill they ſhout,and crie,and ſtop their eares, 

Putting my life among their finnes and fears, 

And therefore yviſh wy bloud os thew and theirs : 
Wa ever grief, & c« 


See how ſpite cankers thmgs. Theſe words aright 

Uſed, and wiſhed, are the whole worlds light: 

But hony is their gall, brightneſle their night: | 
Was cer prief, & 


T hey chooſe a murderer, and all agree 

Jn him ts do themſelves a courteſie: 

For it yas gi oyen cauſe who killed me: 
Wa ever grief, c, 


And a ſeditzous murderer he yas: 

Bvr T the Prince of peace; peace that doth paſſe 

All undegitanding,more then heav'n dorh glaſſe: 
Wa ever erief, cc. 


Why, Ceſar is their onely King nor I: 

He clave the ſtonie rock,when chey were Criez 
Bur ſurely not their heaces , 35 ] well crie: ; 
W as ever grief, GC 


The Church, 

lh! how they ſcourge-me! yet my tendernefſe 

doubles each laſh: and yet their bitternefſe 
Vindes up my griet to a myiteripuſneſſe: - 


» 


hey buftet me,and box-me as they hiſt, 
'ho graſp the earth and heaven with my fiſt, 
nd never yer,yyrhom I would punifh, miſs'd; ]. 


IWUas ever grief, @ c: 


$chold, they ſpit on me in (cornfull wiſe, 
bo by my ſpittle gave the blinde-man eies, 
eving his blundngfle to mine enemit+ - 


Wa ever grisf, &c. 


My fate they cover, though it be divine, 
8s Moſes face was vailed, lo is mine, 
pe; on their double-dark ſouls either ſhine: 


Wa ever grief, 0c. 


&rvants and abje&s flout me; they are wittie: 
Now prophefie who ſtrikes thee, is their dittie, 
» thcy in me denie themlelyes all piticr 

Was cver grief, Wc: 
And now T am deliverd unto death, 
Which e:ch one calls for ſo with utmoſt breath; 
F hat he before me well nigh ſuffererh: 

Wa ever erief, &c- 


Weep not, deare friends, fince I for both have wep 
When all my tears were bloud, the while you ſlept; 
Your tears for your uwn fortunes ſhould be kept; 


Was ever grief, & 6. 
F he (ouldiers leade me to the common hall; 
F here they deride me, they abuſe me 211: 
Ft for-tyelve heavaly legions I could calls _ 
q Was eer grief, &c, 
AS 
l 
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Wa ever grief like mine 


T hen 


* Iwhoam Truth, turn iaco truth their deeds: 


nn, 
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Then with a ſcauſet robe they me aray; 
And cordial left.c0 repaix mans decay: - 


TS Wa ever grief like 
Then on my head a crown of thorns I wearz I 
For theſe are all the $Sjon doth bear, | 
'Thovgh 1 my vige planted and warred there: 

w - * . Waevergrief, Qt. | 
Toe hreqtis gem eattin Adams fall 
U pon my head: ſo I remove it all 
From th' garthupto my brows, and bear the thrallf 

Ig | Wa ever grief, &'c. 


Then with the xeed they gave to me before, 
They ſtrike my head, the rock from whence all ſort 
Of heavy ly bleflings iſſue evermore: 

Wa ever grief, &@ 


They bow their knees to me, and cry, Hail kings bo 

What ever ſcoftes or (cornfulneſle can bring, F 

I am the flooxe, the fink, where they it fling: F 
Wa ever grief, & G& 


Yer fince mans ſcepters are as fra] as reeds, \ Bu 
And thorny all thexr crowns, bloudie their weedsz p 


< 


] 


L 


Was ever grief, ty 
'T he ſouldiers alſo (pit upon thar face, Bu 
Which Angels did deſue to have the grace, Tt 
And-Prophers ance to ſee, but found no place 2 A 
Vas ever grief, &'c: 
Thus trimmed forth they bring me tothe routz $h 


Who Cructfiehim, crie with one ſtrong ſhour, $h; 
God holds his peace arman, and man cries outs Re 


W a eycrerief, @'& . 
as 
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hey leade me in once more,and putting then 
ine own clothes on, they leade me out agen. 

Shom devils flie,thus is he tols'd of men: 

Was ever grief like mine? 


q now Wearie of ſport, glad to ingroſle 


1 ſpite in one,counting _y life cheir lofle, 
hey carric me to my moſt bitter crofle: - 
TPP Wa ever grief, & 6 
ly crofle T bear my ſelf, untill I faint 
hen Simon bcars it for me by conſtraint, 
alliThe decreed burden of cach mortall Saint: 


q <1 Was ever grief, &c. 


gt ye who paſſe by, beboldand ſee: 


XAyan ole the fruitgbut I mult chmbe the trees 
he tree of life to all, but onely me: 


X Wa ever grief, &'c. 


74 bo, here I hang, charg'd with a world of finne, 
[he greater world o'th* two : for that came in 
$84 words, but this by. ſorrow I muſt win: 


” Was ever grief, Wc. 


Such ſorrow, as if finfull man conld feel, 
53 p: feel his part,he would not ceaſe to kneel, 

Till all weze melted, though he were all eel: 
1 Was ever grief, &c. 
But, O my God any God! why leay it thon me, 

T he ſonne, in whom thou doſt delight to be? 

My God,my Gof——— 

FE: 4 Never was grief lihe mites 
$hame tears my ſoul, my bodie many a wound; 
$harp nails pierce this. but tharper that confound; 

; Reproches » Which are free, while I am-bound: 

"= W ua eva erief, fc 

1% "oe 


: 
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Now heal thy (clf,Phyſicianz now come down. ' 
Alas! I did ſo,yhen I left my crown - 

And fathers ſmule for you, tofeel his frown: 


Was ever grief like min 


Inkealing not my (elf , there doth conſiſt 

All thac [Uvation, which ye now: reſiſt ; 

Your ſafetie in my fickneſte doth ſubfilt: 
Was ever grief, Wc. 


Berwixt two theeves I ſpend my utmoſt breath, 
As he that for ſome robberie ſuffererh, 
Alas! what have I ollen from you? death; 

Wa ever grief, &c. 


A king my title is, prefixt oa high; 
"Yet by my {ubje&s am condemn'd to dic 
A ſcrvile death in ſeryile companie : 
Wa ever grief, © 


They gave me vincger mingled with gall, 
But more with malice: yet,when they did call, 
With Manna,Angels fo0d, I fed them all: 

Wa ever grief, & 6 


T hey part my garments, and bylot diſpoſe 
My coat,the type of love,which once cur'd thoſe 
Who ſought tor help, never malicious foes: 

IW as ever grief, &' 6» 


Nay, after death their ſpite ſhall further go: 
For they will pierce. my fide, I full well know; 
"That as finne came,ſo Sacraments might flow: 

| IWas ever grief, &@'c, 


But now I die ; now all is finiſhed, 
My wo, mans weal.and now I bovw my head, 
Oacly let* others ſay, when I am dead, 


Never wa: grief like min 


q Tl 
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« The Thankſgiving. 


H King of griet | (a title ſtrange,yet true, 
b) To thee of all kings onely due) 
h King of wounds! how hall I grieve for thee, 
Whoin all grief preventeſt me? 
all I weep bloud? why,thou haſt wepr ſuch ſtore 
: T hat all thy bodic was one doore. 
$ha]l I be ſcourged;flouted, boxed, fold? 
"Tis bur to tell the tale is told. 
My God my God, why doſt thou part from me? 
| Was ſuch a grict as cannot be. 
Fall I then ſing, skipping, thy dolefull ſtorie, 
And fide with thy triumphant glorie? 
hall thy ſtrokes be my ſtroking? thorns, ny floyver? 
| Thy rod,my poke? crofle,my bower? 
But how thenſhall I imitate + Rags 
| _ Copiethyfair, though bloudic hand? 
kucely I will revenge me on thy loye, 
' And trie who ſhall viRorious prove. 
F thou doſt give me wealth ,Iwill —— 
All back untothee by the poore. 
F chou doſt give me honour , men th-11 (ee 
The honour doth belong to thee. 
will not marry ; or,if ſhe be nune, 
She and her chil.lrea thall be rhine, 
fly boſome friend, if he blaſpheme thy n:me, 
I will tear thence his love and fame. 
Dne half of me being gonezthe reſt I give 
Unto ſome Chappell, die or live, 
ks for thy paſſion--- But of that anon, 
When wich the other I have done. 
br thy predeſtination, 1'lc contrive, 
That three yeares hence if I turvive, 


in 


kg 


mine; 
T! B 2 Ile s 
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Tic build a ſpittle, or mend common Wayes, 


But mend mine on yvithout delaycs, 
"Then I will uſe the works of thy creation, nt 
| As if I us'd them but for faſhion, fg 


[The world and I will quarrell; and the yeare 
_ Shall norperceiye that I am here, 
My mufick ſhall finde thee, and ev'ry ſtring = 
Shall haye his attribute to ſing; 
That all together may accord in thee, 
And prove one God,one harmonie. 
If thou ſhalt give me wit, it hall appeare, 
If thou haſt giv'nit me,'us here, 
Nay, I will reade thy book,and never move Fa 


T'1ll T have found therein thy love; 
'Thy art of love,ywhich T'lc turn back on thee, 

O my deare Sayiour, ViQorie! Th 
Then for thy paſsion-- I willdo for that-. C 

Alas,my God, I know not what, , 


OO Cc —  — - — tm —_— 
nt 


The Reprilall. Am 


Have conſider'd it, and finde $nn 
There isnodealing with thy mighty paſsion: Foh 
For though I die tor thee, I am betunde 
My ſinnesdelerye the condemnation, 


O make me innocent, that I 
May give adiſcneangled ſtate and free: 
And yet thy wounds {till my attemprs defie, 
For by thy de:th I die for thee, 


Ah! was it not enough that thou 
By thy erternill glorie didſt outgo me? 
.Couldſt thounot yriets ſad conqueſts me alloyy, 
But in ll vi&'ries overthrow me? 
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[ Yet by confeſsion will T come 
nto the conqueſt. Though I can do nought 
Kenn thee, in thee I will overcome 

| The man,who once againſt thee foughc, 
, 


Ww." 


| 4 ke — 


<q The Agonie. 


Hiloſophers have meaſur'd mountams, 
OT d the depths of ſeas, of ſtates, and kings, 
alk'd witha ſtafte to heav'ngand traced fountains? 
; But there are tyyo vaſt,ſpacious things, 
he which to meaſure it doth more behove: 
Fet fey there are that ſound them; Sinne and Loves 


| Who would know Sinne; let him repair 
nto mount Oliyet ; there ſhall he ſee 
A man ſo wrung with pains,that all his hair, 
His skinne,his garments bloudie be, 
Inne is that preſſe and vice, which torceth pain 
Fo hunt his cruell food through ev ry vein. 


Who knows not Love, let him aſſay 
= taſte that juice vwehich on-the croſle a pike 
Pid (et again ach z then ler him ſay 

It ever hedid taſte the like. 
ve 18 that liquour ſyyeer and moſt divine, 
Which my God feels as bloug; but I;as win&s 


B 3 T The 


-— Ar = 


The Church; 
C The Sinner. 


4F Ord. how Iam all ague, when I ſeck 
VWaar I have treaſur'd in my memoric|! q 
Since,if my ſoul make even with the week, | 

Each ſeyenth note by right is due to thee. 


} JT findethere quarries of pil'd vanities, 

4 But ſhreds of holinefle,that dare.not venture 
| To thcew their face. ſince croflle to thy decrees. 
'T here the circumference earrh is, heav'n the centre. 


F Jn ſo muchdregs the quinteſtence is ſmall: 
The ſpirit and good extract of my heart 
Comes to about the many hundredth parr. 

Yet Lordreſtore thine imageghearc my call: (gro 

| And though my hard heart ſcarce 10 thee c 

| Remember that thou once didit write in fot 


| _ —_ _—_ _—_— _ —_ 


”— — _— 


© Good Friday. n 


fi 
QO My chief good, [- 
How ſhall I meaſure out thy bloud ? 
Hoy ſhall I count what thee befel], 
| And each gricf tell? 
Shall I thy woes | 
Number according to thy foes? FH 


Or;,ſince one ſtarre ſhow'd thy firſt breath, 
| Shall all thy death? | An, 
| h 


Or ſhall cach leaf, 
Which falls in Autumne, ſcore a grief ? 
Qr. cagnot leaves, but fruit, be figne . 
[OX Of..the true vine? Lon 


The Church; 


Then let cach houre 
Of my whole life one grief devoure; 


hat thy diſtreſle through all may runne, 
And be my. ſunne, 


Ky þ Or rather ler 

My (er'rall finnes their ſorrows get; 

at as each beaſt his cure doth knovy, 
Each finne may (o. 


ince bloud is fitteſt, Lord, to write 

hy ſorrows in, and bloudic fight; 

y heart hath ſtore;write there,where in 
ne box doth lie both ink and finne: 


hat when Sinne fpies ſo-many foes, 

hy whips,thy net! 29s wounds,thy woes, 
[l come to lodge there, Sinne may (ay, 
0r00m for ae, and flic avvay. 


infie being gone, oh fill the place, 
9 keep polſeſſion with thy grace; 
[t Sinne take courage and return, 


* all the writings blot or burn. 
> —_ = — - ——__—_——___ 
CE Redemption. 
FJ is ape urn ger Fre a __ La. 

ot t ing, reſolved to be 5 


| And make a ſuit unto him, to afford 
" ſmall-rented-leaſe, and cancell th' old, 


heaven at his manour I him ſought : 
} They told me there,that he was lately gone 
About ſomeland,which he had deerly bought 
$0ng lice -on carth, to take poſſeſſion, 
| PUT nn en =2""u 


I 


32 The Churth. 

I raight return'd,and — his great birth, 
Sought him — y ingreat reſorts; 
In crties,rhearres,gardens,parks,and courts: 

Ar length Lheard a ragged noiſe and mirth 


Of theeves and murderers; there L him eſpied,} WI 
Who ſtraight,Tour ſuit is granted,ſaid,& died} 


« Sepulchre. wa 
'S Blefled bodie! Whither art thou thrown? * Av 
No lodging for thee, but a cold hard tone? {| 
So many hearts on-earth,and yet not one Th 
| Receive thee ? 


His 
Sure there is room within our hearts gocd ſtore, Isb 
Por they can lodge tranſgreſſions by the ſcore: | 
Thoulands of toyes dwell there,yet out of doote Co 
They leave thee. oO 
But that which ſhevys them large,ſhews them unke. 
Whar ever ſinne did this pure rock commit, _ _- 
Which holds thee now? Who hath inditcd if An 
| Of rhutder? 
(thee,)1 8 
Where our hard hearts have took up ſtones to brain?] 8 
And miſsing this, moſt fal{ly did arraigne theez * But 
Onely theſe ones in quier entertain thee, An 
And order. , 
Th 
And as of old the Law by heav'nly art {Th 
Was writ in tone; ſo thou;ywwhich alfo art ; If 1 
"The letter of the word, find no fit hearr Wi 
To hold thee. | C 
a 
Yet do we ſtill perfiſtas vve began, Th 
And ſo ſhould periffi, bat rhat norhing can, We 
Though it be cold;Hhard,fonl, from loving man: Ft: 


Withhold thee. 
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«| Eaſter. 


Iſc heartz thy Lord 1s riſen. Sing his praiſe 
Without delayes, 
d,f Who takes thee by the hand, that thou likewiſe 
, With him mayſt riſes 
» © That, as his death calcined thee to duſt, 
His life may make thee gold,and much more juſt, 


* Awake, my lute, and ſtruggle for thy part 
| With all thy art. 
| The crofle taught all wood to reſound his name, 
Who bore the ſame. 
| His ſtretched finews taught all ſtrings,what key 
Isbeſt ro celebrate this moſt high day. 


Conſort both heart and lute, and twiſt a ſong 
Pleaſant and long: 
Or,fince all muſick is but three parts vied 
| And multiplied 2 
* O ler thy blefſed Spirit bear a part, 
And make up our dete&ts with his fweetart. 


6,31 got me flowers to ſtray thy way; 
1 gOor-me boughs oft many a trce: 
* But thou waſt up by break of day, 
And brought'ſt thy ſweets along with thee, 


The Sunne arifing in the Eaft, 
* Thongh he give light, and th' Eaſt perfume; 


*1f rhey ſhould offer to conteſt 
! With thy ariſing , they preſume, 


Ean there be any day but this, 
* Though many ſunnes to ſhine endeayour?” 
od count three ee po] we mille: 
Xere 15 but, one, 2nd that one. eyers | 
Pn ne aa 


m— —_ 


Lord, who createdſt man in wealth and tore. 
Though fooliſhly he loſt the ſame, 
Decaying more and more, 
Till he became 
Moſt poore: 
With thee 


O let me riſe 


Q 
GW 
= 

D 
\S) 
I 

D 
by 


As larks , harmoniouſly ; 


«q] Eaſter-wings:. 


And fing this day thy viRorizs : 
Thea ſhall the fall furcher the Ylight in me. 


My tender age in ſorrow did beginne + 
And ſtill with fickneſfles and ſhame 
Thou didſt fo puniſh ſinne . 
That IT became 
Moſt thinne, 
With thee 
Let me combine, 
And feel this day thy viRorie: 
| For , if I imp my wing on thine, 


AMiQion ſhall adyance rhe flight in me. 


< 
GS 
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q Eaſter-wings. 
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« H. Baptiſme. 
S he that ſees a dark and ſhadie gfove, 
A Stayes not,but looks beyond it on the skiez: 
So when view my finnes, mine eyesremoye 
More backward ſtill, and to that water flie, * | 


Which is above the heav'ns,whoſe ſpring and rent 
Is in my deare Redeemers pierced (ide. ; 
O bleſled ſtreams! either ye do prevent iT 
And ſtop our finnes from growing thickand wide, . | If 


QOrelſe give tears to drown them,as they grow. . ; A 
In you Redemption meaſures all my time, *Þ? M 
Atid ſpreads the plaiſter equall ro the crime, . * 
; You taughtthe bogk of life my name, that ſo 


What ever future-ſinnes ſhould me miſcall, . | 
Your firſt acquaintance might diſcredit all, :0 


EN TELE FARE — 
| DI 10 


« H. Bapriſme. 
Cnce, Lord, to thee T 


A- narrow-way and little gate 
Is all the paflage, on my infancie 
T hou didft lay hold, and antedare. 
My faithin me. 


O let me ſtill 
Write thee great God,and me a child [i 
Let me be ſoft and ſupple to thy will, . KL 
Small to my ſelf , to others milde,”. 


Behither il]; T 


Althongh by Realth - * Pu 
My fleſhget on; yer let "a nage : of 
My foul bid nothing , but preſerve. her wealth; | '- 
Thegrowth of fleſh is bur a pliſte Bil 


— wo 


'Ghildhogd ishealth.. | 


The Church. 
« Nature. 


;: 191111 of cebellion , I would die, 

019 © Or fight, 6 travell, or denic 

| That thou haſt ought to do with me, 

| Orame my heart; 
| It is thy higheſt art 

! T6 captivare firong hotdsto thee, 


> Tf thou ſhalt let this venome lurk, - 

* And in ſuggeſtions fume and work, 

) My ſoul will wn to bubbles ſtraight, 

i And thence by kinde 
| Vaniſh into a winde, - : 
# Making thy workmanſhip deccit. 


: Oſmooth my rugged heart, and there. 
; Engrave thy rey'rend Law and fear: 
= Or-make a new one, fuace the old 


Is ſaplefde grown, - 
And a much fitter ; Tic ; 
To hide my duR, then thee to hold. 
= _—_— -— x — — 


q Sine. 


&d T. Ord, with vrhat care haſt thou begirtus round ! 
/ - Patents faſt ſeaſon us: then {choolmaſters - 
' Deliver us to laves; they ſend-us bawnd 


> Torules of reaſon, holy meſlengers, 


| Pulpits and furdayes, ſorrow dogging ſinne, - 

re iRtions ſorted, anguiſh of all Hzes, 

; ' . Fine nets and ftratagems to catch us in, 
ic] Pidles kid open, millons furl, 


. 
id - 
: 
o i; 


L 
: 
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Bleſſings beforchand, tyes of gratefulneſle, 

The foundofgloricritiging 1n our cares; 
Withour, our ſhame; within,our conſciences; 

Angels and grace,ctetnall hopes and fears, 


Yet all theſe fences and their whole aray 
One cunning 'boſome-ſinne bloyys quite away, 


Sh —___wo__c rw cuw 7 


— 


_—_—_—— 


_ 


« Afliction. 
TAJ Hen firſt thou didſt entice to thee my heart, 


— 


[My 


I thought the ſervice brayez+F Th 


So many joyes I writ down for my part, In 
| Beſides what I might have Þ| 
Our of my ſtock of naturall delighes, wt 
Augmented with thy gracious benchits. | 
I looked on thy furniture ſo fine , [Th 
And made it fine to me ? | 
Thy glorious houſhold-Ruffe did me entwine, I w 
And?tice me unto thee, Bet 
Such Rarres T coumed mine:-both heav'n and earth. - 
Payd me my wages in a world of mirth. Yer. 
What pleaſures could T want, whoſe a I ſerved, Th 
Where joyes my fellows were? ©. * 7 
"Thus argu'd into hopes, my thoughts reſerved 7 
No place for grief or feat. 3 ans 
Therefore my ſudden foul caught at the place, Got 
And made her youth and fierccnefle ſeek thy face: 
At firſt thou gav'ſt me milk and ſweetneſles; Yer] 
I had my wiſh and way: Tur, 
My dayes vwere-itraw'd with flow'rs and ha pineſſe; : 
Therc was honman but May. FThu 
Bur with my yeares ſorrow did. twiſt and grow, - "Thi 


And made a parue vnayares for wo.. 


My, 


6 
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My fleſh began unto my foul in pain, 
q Sicknefles cleave my bones; 
Conſuming agues dwell in ev'ry vein, | 

| And tune my breath to granes,.. 


Sorrow was all my foul; 1 ſcarce beleeved, 
[Till grief did tell me roundly, thatl lived. 


b& 


{When TT got health, thou rook'ſt away my life, 
| And more; for my friendsdie: - 
My mirth and edge was loſt; a blunted knife 
| Was of more uſe then I, 
+8 Thus thinne and lean without a fence or friend, - 
| {Lwas blowa through with cv'ry ſtorm and winde, 


[Whereas my birth and ſpirit rather took 
The way that takes the toyyns - 

Thou didit betray me to.a lingring book, 
| | And wrap me in a gown. 
[ was entangled in the world of ſtrife, 


Before Ihad the power to change my lite, 


"Yet, for Ithreatncd ofr the ſiege to raile, 
| Not fimpring all mine age, - 
> "Thou often didſt with Academick praiſe 
, Melt and diflolye my rage .- 
iT took thy (weetned pill, t:ll T came neare;z 
could not go away, nor perlevere, 


Yerleſt perchance I ſhould too happie be * 

In my unhappineſle, 
"Turning my purge to food, thou-throweſt me 
| Into more ſickneiſes. 


f [Thus doth thy power crofie-bias me, not making 
(Pha gyua gif goods yor me from my ayes raking. 


7 Fo enringy prone 


Noyy- 
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Now Iam here, what thou wilt do with me L 
None of my books will ſhow V 
T teade, and gh, and wiſh I were atrec; " Th 
| | For ſure then I ſhould grovy” 
To fruit or ſhade: at leaſt ſome bird would truſt | 
Her houſhold to me, -and I ſhould be juſt, / 
Yer, though thou troubleſt me, I muft be meek; pk V 
| In weakneſle muſt be Rowe; 3 F 
Well, I will change the ſervice, and go ſeck Birt 


Some other maſter out. 
Ah my deare God! though I am clean forgot, | 


Let mGgzor love thee, if Ilove thee not, | f 
—— — 
« Repentance, An 
| | from I confefle my (inne is great ; 
Great is my finne, Oh! gently treat = 
With thy quick flow'r, thy momentanie bloom; | 
Whoſe life {till preſſing 


Is one undrefling, 
A ſeadie aiming at a tombe, 


Mans age is two houres work, or thre$s 


Each day doth round abour'us (ce. Th 
'T hus aro we -todelights: bur ve are all An, 
To ſorrows old, 


If life be told 
From what life. feeleth, Adams tall. - 


Olet thy height of mercy then” Lha 
Compalzionate ſhaxt=breathed men, ' 
Cut me not off for my moſt foul transgreſ4on, 
I do confefſe 
My fooliſhnefle; 
Mp Cod, ncopraf wy conſilliany 


I"  ..-umty, 


The Church, 7Y 
| Sweeten at m_ this bitter bowl, 
& Which thou haſt pour'd into my ſoul: 
hy wormwood turn to health, windes to fair weather: 
For if thouſtay, ; 
I and this day, 
As we did riſe, we die together, 


| When thou for Enne rebukeſt man, 


| Forthwith hc waxeth yvo and wan: 
Bitterneſſe fills our bowels; all our hearts 
Pige anddecay, 
And drop away, 


| And carrie with them th' other parts. 


| That fo the broken bones may joys 
And tune together ina well-ſet ſong, 
| Fall of his praiſes, 
Who dead men raiſes, _ 
FraQtures well cu?'d mike ny more Arofige 


C| Faith. 


LLOrd, how couldit thou ſo muck appeale 
Thy wrath for ſinne, as when mansſight was dummgy 
And could ſet little, to regard his caſe, 
And bring by Faith all things to him £ 


Hungrie L was, arid. had no. meart:. 
I did conceit a moſt delicious feaſt 
L had it ſtraight, and did as truly eary 


As ever did a welcome gueſt, 


There isa rareowtlandiſhroot, 
| Which when I could nor get, I thought it here; 
"That apprehenſion cur'd ſo well my: foot, 
| Tha I can walk to heay'n well neare, L 


| 
1 But thou wilt finne andgriet deſtroys 


- _ — co- 
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'*  Towedthouſands and much more: 
T did belecve that I did nothing owe, 
And liv'd accordingly: my creditor 


Belceves fo too, and lets me go. Pp 
Faith makes me any thin?,or all _ | 
Thatl belecyc is inthe acted ſtorie: + | '{ + 0TH 
And where ſinne placeth-me in Adamsfall; | 
Faith ſets me hxgher in his glorie. Z Eng 
It I golower irrthe book, | þ 
What can be lower then the'common manger? Ak 
Faith puts me there veith hinr, who ſyvcerly rook _ | 
Our fleſh and frailtie, death and danger. * | Soft 
If blifle had lien in art or ſtrength, 
None but the wile or ſtrong had gained it: © "Tin 
Where now by Faithallarms ate of a length: 
One ſize doth all conditions fit, | 
A peaſant may belecye as much 


As agreat Clerk, and reach the higheſt ſtare. Y rm 
Thus doſt thou make proud knowledge bend & crouch 
While grace fills up uncycn nature, 


| When creatures had noreall light 
Inherent jn-thern; thou didſt make rhe ſunne, 
Impare a luſtre, and allow them bright; 
And in this ſhzyv, what Chriſt hath done. 


That which before w3s darktied clean 
With buſhie groves, pricking the lookers eye, 
Van: ſht away, when Faith did change the ſcene: : But 
And then appear'da glorious skic. 


What though my body runne to duſt? 

Faith cleayes unto-ir,counting ev'rygrain . "Wt 
With anexa&and moſt particular truſt, 
Relerving all for Heſh gain, | 

ry, om pap giep q-Prayerch 
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| « Prayer. 
Pr the Churches banquet, Angels ge, 
; 


Gods breath in man returning to his birth, 
| Theſoul in paraphraſe, heart in pilgrimage, 
| © The Clriſtian plummet ſounding heay'n and carth, 


» Engine againſt th' Almighrie, ſinners toyre, ; 
| Reverſed thunder, Chrift-fide-piercing ſpear, 
p The {1x-daies world-tranſpoſing in an houre, 
| . : ' 

* Akinde of rune, which all things heare and fear, 


l 

* Softneſle, and peace, and joy, and love, and bliſſe, 
Exalted Manna, gladneſle of the beſt, 
Heaven in ordinaric, man well dreſt, 

The milkic way, the bird of Paradiſe, 
| bloud, 

Church- bels beyond the ſtarres heard the ſouls 
The land of ſpices;fomething underſtood. _ - 


« The H. Communion. 


| Ot in rich furniture, or fine aray, 
N Nor in'a wedge of gold, 
1 Thou, whofrom me waſt ſold, 
To me doſt now thy ſelf convey; 
For ſo tlrou ſhould *tyithout me ſhll have been; 
| Leaving within me ſinne: 


But by the way of nouriſhment and ſtrength 
Thou creep'ſt into my breaſt; 
Making thy way my reſt, 
| And thy ſmall quantities my length, 
Which ſpread their forces into ev'ry part > 
Meeting finnes force and art. 


Yet can theſe not get over to my ſoul, 
Leaping the wall that parts 

Our ſouls and fleſhly hearts; | 

But asth'outworks, they-may conttoll LC 

My rebel-fleſh, and carrying thy name, | 
"_  Aiﬀfright both finneand ſhrme. 


Onely thy grace, which with theſe elements comes, 

Knoweththe ready way, ; 

And hath the privie key, | 

"ning the ſouls moſt ſubtile rooms; 

While thoſe ro ſpirits refin'd, at doore attend s 6 
Diſpatches from their friend. 


- — 


Give me my captive ſoul, or take 

Pp bodice atfo thicher. 

'Anothetlifthke this will make 

Them bothto be together, C 


Before thas finne turn'd fleſh to tone, 
And all our lump to leaven; | ou 

A fervent figh might well have blown ; 
Our innocent earth ro heaven, 


For ſure when Adam did not know 
To finne, or finne to ſmother; ] 
He might to heav'n from Paradiſe go, 


As from one room t'another. - ow 
[Thou haſt reſtor'd us to this caſe | 
By this thy heav'nly bloud, 


Which | can go to, when I pleaſe, 
Aad leaye thi'carth to their food. | 
« Antiphon.- 


F Antiphon. 


, | 

' Cho.Y Et alltheworld in ev'ry corner 

: L My Godand wo 

| Pers. The heav'nsare not too high; 
His praiſe may thicher. flic ; 

| The earth is nct too low, 

| Hi_ praiſes there may grow, 


Cho. Let all the world in eyry corner fing, | 
My God and King. 


Vers. The church with palms muſtthout, 


No dcore can keep them out: 
Bur above all, the heart 
Muſt bear the longeR part. 


Cho. Let all the worldin evry cornering, 
. My God and King. 


« Love 1. 


Mmortall Love, authour of this great frame, 
Sprung from that beauty which can never fadez 
How hath man parceÞ'd out thy glorious name, 

And thrown it on that duſt which thou haſt made, 


While mortall love doth all the title gain! 
Which ſiding with invention, they together 
Bear all the (way, policfling heart and brain, 
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(Thy workmanſhip) and give thee ſhare in neither. _ 


Wi 
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Wit fancies beautie, beautic raiſeth wit : 
The world is theirs; they eyyo play out the game; 
Thou ſtanding by; and though thy glorious name 
Wrought our deliverance from th' infernall pit, 


| — 4. a 
Who ſings thy praiſe?onely a skarf or glove (lave; 
Doth warm our hands , and make them write off 
————_——— ——— LJ ——— 
13, Vile 
Jones Hear, QO let thy greater flame bo 
Attra& rhe lefler to it: let choſe fires, 


Whuch ſhall conſume the world,firſt make it tame dl. 


And kindle in our hearts ſuch true defires, C 
As may conſume our lufts, and make thee way. bj 
Then ſhall our hearts pant theezthen ſhall our brain 
All her invention on thine Altar lay, & . 
And there in hymnes ſend back thy fire again: gh; 
l 


Our eyes ſhall ſee thee, which before ſavy duſt; np 4 

__Duit blown by wir, till that they both-were blindes 
Thou ſhalr recover all thy goods in kinde, | 
it] 


Who wer: difleized by ulurping luſt: < 


All knees ſhall bow to thee; all wits ſhall riſe, Þ# T 
And praiſe him who-did make and mend our cics. | 


—_ - - —— — —_ —_ 


CO 


EE The Temper. 


T ca 


HÞY hould1 praiſethee , Lord! how ſhould my 


Gladly engrave thy love n ſteel, ( rymc$ wm 
If what my ſoul doth feel ſometimes , of "4 


My ſoul might ever feel! 


The" Church.  » 
alchough there were ſome fourtic heay'as, , or moxe;, 
Serfttimes I peere aboverthem all; | , 
Sometimes I hirdly reach a ſcore; 
Sometimes to hell I fall. 


D cackme not to ſuch a yaſt extent; 
ej ThoſCdiſtances belong to thee : 
t The world's too little for thy tent, 
. A gravc tco big for me, 
Viltthou mect arms with man, that thou doſt ftretch 
Acrumime of duit from heay*n to hell? 7 
| *Will great God mealuce with a.yvretch? 
Shall he thy ſtature ſpell? 


C 

) let me, when thy roof my ſoul hath hid, 
O let me rooſt and n:ſtle there: 

Then of a finner thou art rid, 


; And 1 of hope and fear, 


ct take thy way3for ſure'thy way is beſt: 
Stretch or contra& me thy poore debrer; 
This is but tuning of my bceaft, 
Po To mike the mulick better, 


hether 1 flie with angels, fall with duft, 
Thy hinds made borh, and Tam there. 
} Thy power and love ,my love and truſt 
G Make one place ev'ry where. 


4 EARN, hi 2 urtong "SS : 
« The Temper, 
IT cannot be, Where is that mightic joy, 


« Which juſt now took up all my heart ? 


Lord; if thou muſt necds uſe thy dirt, 


of that, and mez or fin for both deftroy. 


Thc 


43 


The Charch; 
"Thegrofſer world ſtands to thy word and art 


But thy diviner world of grace 
Thou ſuddenly doſt raiſe and race, [ 
And ev ry day a new Creatour art, | 


O fix thy chair of grace, that all my powers 
May allo fix their reverence: 
For when thoudoR depart fromhence, 


They grow unruly, and fit in thy bowers. , 
Scatter, or binde them all to bend to thee: 7 
Though elements change, and heaven moye; 

Let not thy higher Court remoye, 
But keep a ſtanding Majeſtic in me. 8 
$— + _— CD ——— 1 
he 


4] Jordan, 


Ho ſayes that fi&ions onely and falſe hair þ L, 

Become a verſe? Is there in truth no beau} A 

Is all good ftrufture in a winding ſtair?  KBsis 

May no lines paſle, except they do their dutie 
Not to a true, but painted chair? 


Ts it no verſe, except enchanted groyes | - 
And ſudden arbours ſhadow courſe-ſpunne lines} \ | 
Muſt purling Rreams refreſh alovyers loves? + ” 
Muſt all be yail'd, while he that reades, divines 
Catching the ſenſe at two removes? 


Shepherds are honeſt people; let them ſing : Buy 
Riddle who liſt, for me, and pull for Prime: Lor d} 
I envie no mans nighytingate 'or fpring: = 
Nor let them puniſh me with Iofle of ryme , 
Who plainly ſay, My God, My King. 
« Empl 


: 
: 


The" Chivch. 
« Employment. 


F as a flowre doth ſpread and die, 
L Thou wouldR extend me to ſome good, 
Before I were by froſts cxtremitie 


Nipt in the bud; 


The ſweetneſſe and the praiſe were thine: 
But the extenſion and the room, 
.AVhich in thy garland I ſhould fill, were mine 


At thy great doom, 


For as thou doſt impart thy grace, 

The 'greater ſhall our glorie be. 

' FThe meaſure of our joyes 1s in this place, 
The ſtuffe with thee, 


r þ Let me not languiſh then,and ſpend 

wi A life as barren to thy praiſe, 

| Bs is the duſt;to which thar life doth tead, 
But with delies. 


| All things are bufie; onely I 
Neithey bring hony with & bees, 
: Nor flowres to make that,nor the husbandric 
To water theſe. 


I am no link of thy great chain, 
But all my companue is a weed, 
Lord place me in thy conſort; give one ſtrain 
T o my poore reed. 


The Cherch. 
« The H. Scriptures. I. 


# 


H Book! infinite {weerncfle! lex my hear | 
Suck ey'ry letter, and a hony gain, f 
Precious for any grief in any part; 

To cleare the breaſt, to mollitic all pain, 


Thou art all healch,health chrivingytill it make , 
A full eterniric : thou art a maſle 
Of ſtrange delights,where we may with 8 take} 
Ladies, look here ; this is the thankfull glafle 


That mends the lookers eyes: this is the well 
That waſhes what it ſhoys. Who can indeare | 'T 
Thy praiſe too much ? thou art heav'ns Licger 
Working againſt the ſtates of death and hell, (heeek 


; 
Thou art joycs handſell; heay'n lics flat in thegh = 
Subjed to ev'ry mcunters bended knee, 190 


EX 
O® that ] knew how all thy lights combine, 
' And the configurations of thcir glorie! 


Seeing not onely how each verſe doth ſhine, , 
But all the conſtellations of the Rorie. F 


Goi 

This verſc marks that,and4 both do make a motion 
LLnto a third, that ten leaves off doth lie: Bi 
 _ Thenas dilperſed herbs do watch a potion, T] 
Theſe three raake up ſome Chriſtians deſtinies | w 


Su Ot t] 


The Charch. Fr 
Such are thy ſecrets; which my life makes good, 

| And comments on thee; for in ev'ry thing 

Thy words do finde me out,& parallels bring, 

* And in another make me underſtood. 


Starres are poore books,& oftentimes do miſle: 
This book of ſtarres lights to eternall blife, 


—_—S 
S—— i 


—_ 
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— 


| « Whitfunday, 
'L 


| Iſten (wcet Dove unto my ſong, 
I. And ſpread thy golden wings in me; 
Hatching my tender heart (o long, 

Till it ger wing, and flie ayay with thee. 


Where is that fire which once deſcended 
On thy Apoſtles? thou didſt then 
W. Keep open houlc, richly attended, 
Feaſting aHl comers by rwelve choſen men. 
; 


: X - k 
if Suchglorious gifcs thou didſt beſtoyy, 
That th' carth did like a heay'n appeare: 

| The ftarres were coming down to know 


© If they might mend their wages, and (eryc here, 


| 


The ſunne, which once did ſhinc alone, 
Hung down his head,and witht for night, 
When he bcheld rwelye Sunnes for one 
Going about the world, ind giving light. 


But ſince thole pipes of gold,which brought 
, That cordiall water to our ground, 
Were cut and martyr'd by the fault 
-udg Ot thoſc,yho did themſelves through their fice wound 


C 2 Thou 


: 


by 


The Chyrch. 


Thou ſhute'ſ the doore,and keep'it within; 
Scarce a good joy creeps through rhe- chink: 
And if the braves' of conqu'ring” finne 


Did not excire thee, we ſhould wholly fink. 


Lord,tliouzh we change;thou art the ſame; 

The [ime freer God of love arid lioke: 

Reſtore this day, for thy great Name, 
Ltnto his aficient and miraculous right. 


«4s —_——_ - 3 _ 


Grace, 


Y Rtock lies dead, and no increaſc 
Doth my dull husbandrie improve: 
Q let thy graces without cealc 
Drop from aboys! 


Tt fill the ſunne hould hide his face, * 

Thy houte would but a dungeon prove, 

"Thy works nights captives: O ler grace 
Drop from above! 


CIR — > 


The dew doth ev'ry morning fall 

And ſhall the dew out-ſtcip thy dave ? 

T he dew, for whuch graffe cannot call, 
Drop trom aboye. 


Death is Rl working like a mole, 

Ani digs my grave at each remove? 

Let grace work too,and on my foul 
Drop from above, 


Sinac is ſtill hammering: my heart 
Unto a hardneſle , void of love: 
Let {upphing grace, to croſle his art, 


Drop from above, Q ? 


— — ——__—_ 


53 "he Churth. 


O'cdme!for thou'doſt know the way. 

Qr if to me thou wilt not move, 

Remove me here I need not 'ſay, 
Drop from aboye. 


« Praiſe, 
Q write a verſe or twoy1is all the praiſe, 
bs That I can raiſe : 
Mend my eſtate in any wayes, 
Thou ſhalt have more. 


— 

- 
>> ——— 
- 


© ” » 


I g9 to Church; help me to wings, and I 
Will thither flie ; 

Or,if I mount unto the skie, 
I will do more, 


Man is all weakneſl: ; there is no ſuch thing 
As Prince or King: 
His arm is ſhorty yet with a ling 
He may do more. 


An herb diſtilF'd, arid drunk,may dyell next doorc, 
On the ſame floore, 
To a brave ſoul : Exalt the poore, 
They can do more, 
O raile me then! Poore bees,that work all day, 
| Sting my delay, W 
Who have a work,1s well as they, 
And much,much more. 


« Affidtion. KID 


Ill me not ev'ry day, 
Thou Lord of life; fic rhy one death for me 
Is mote then aff my dcaths can be, 
© T hough I in broken pay 
Die over each houre of Mechuſalemy ſtay, . 
AE 02257 >, Hs [ 


| 54 The Church, 
| Tf all mens tears awers ler 
Into one common ſewer , ſea, and brine ; 
What were they all,compar'd to thine? 

Wherein if they were ſet, 
; They would diſcolour thy moſt bloudie ſwear. 

Thou art my gricf alone, 
; Thou Lord conecalitnot: and as thou art 

All my delight, 6 alkmy ſmart: 

Thy crofle took up in one, 

By way of impreſt, all my future mone. 


> C— ——— — 


«q Mattens. 


I Cannot ope mine eyes, 
But thou art ready there to catch 
My morninz-ſoul and facritice : 
'T'hen ve muſt needs for that day make a match. 


i 


My God;what is a heart? - 
Silyer, orgold,or precious ſtone, 
Or ſtaric or rainbow,or a part 
Of all cheſe things,or all cf them in one? 


My God, what is a heart, 
That thou thouldlſt it ſo eye,and wooe, 
Powring upon. it all thy. arr, 
Asif that thou hadſt nothing cls ro do? 


Indeed mans whole eſtate 
Amounts (and richly) to ſerve thee: 
He did not heav'n andearthcreate, 
Yet ſtudies them,not himby whom they be. 


Teach me thy love: to know;, 
That this new light, which now I (ce, 
May both the work and workman ſhow: 


Then by a ſunne-beam I will climbe co thee. 


© Sinne- | 


—T—I——e——_—_— 
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The Church, 
« Sinne. 


That 1 could a finne once ſee! 

We paint the devil foul; yet he 

Hath ſome good in him,all agree, 
Sinine is flat oppokite to th Almighty,ſeeing 
It wants the good of werzue, and of being. 


But God more care of-us hath had: 

If apparitions make us (ad, 

By ' hr of finne yve ſhould grow mad. 
Yer asin cep we ſee foul death, and live; 
So devils are our finnes in perſpeCtive. 


$— —_ — H—— —________—_ 
« Even-fong. 


Brs be the Gad of love, 
Who gave me eyes, and light,and power this day, 
Both t& be buſic, and to play, 
But much more bleſt be God above, 


Who gave me'f12ht alon-?, 
Which to himſelf he did denie: 
For when he ſees my waics, I cie: 
But T have got his ſonne, and he hath none. 


What have I brought thee home - 
For this thy love? haye I diſcharg'd the debt, 
Which this dayes favour did beger? 
I ranne; but if I brought, was fome. 


Thy dict, care,ind colt : 
Do end in bubbles,balls of winde; 
Of winde to thee whom TI have croſt, 
But balls of wilde-fire to my troubled minde, 
+ r= os uy Yer 
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56 The Church. 


Yet ſtill thou goeſt on, 

And now with darknefle cleſeſt wearie cyes, 
Saying to man, It doth ſuffice: 

Henceforth repoſe ; your work is done. 


Thus in thy. Ebony box 
Thou doſt incloſe us, till the day 
Put our amendment in our way, | 
And give neyy wheels to our diſorder'd clocks, 


are aa 


: 
I muſe, which ſhoves more loye, | 
"The day or night: that is the gale, thus tl/harbour; | 
That is the walk, and this the arbour; 
Or that the gazden, this the grove, 
| 


My God, thou art all love, | 

N9 7 ONC PUAre ra! RUTC (ca 'PeS thy breait, >| 

Bur brings 2 favqur from above: 

Andin this love, more then in bed; I reſt, | 


« Church-monuments. 
AJ fie that my ſoul repairs to her devotion, 


Here I intombe my fleſh,that it berimes 
May take ACQuanrance of. this heap of duſt; 
"To which the blaſt of deaths incellant motion, 
Fed with the exhalation of our crimes, 


Drives all at laſt,. Therefore I gladly truſt 


My bodie to this ſchool, that it may learn 
To ſpell his elements and finde his birth 
Written in duſtic heraldrie and lines ; 
Which difloclution ſure doth beſt difcern, 
Comparing duſt with duſt,and earth with earth. 
Theſe Jaugh ar Jeat, and Mable put fos ſgnes, 
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The Church, 57 


To ſever the good fellowſhip of duft, 

And ſpoil che meeting. What ſhall point out them, 
When they ſhall bow,and knecl,and fall down flar 
To kiſle zliaſe heaps, which now. they haye intruſt? 
Deare fleſh, while I do pray, learn here thy ſtemme 
And true deſcetit ; that when thou ſhalt groyy fat, 


And wantor-in thy cravings, thou mayſt knoyy, 
Thar fleth is bur the glafle,which holds the duſt 
That meaſures all our time; which alſo ſh:ll 
Becrumbled into duſt, Mark here below 

How tamerheſe aſhes are, how. free from luſt, 


That thowmayſt fit thy ſelf againſt thy fall. 
FE Fe Fi 


q Church-muſlick. 
___ of {wects, I thank you: when diſpleaſure 
Did through my bodie wound my minde, 
You took me thence, and in your houſe of pleature 
A diintie lodging me aſsign'd, 


Now I in you without a bodie move, 
Riſing and falling with your wings: 
We both together ſweetly live and love, 
Yer ſay ſometimes, God help poore Kings. 


Comfort, 'Te diez for if you poſte from me, 
Sure 1 ſhall do ſo,and much more: 
Bur if I travel] in your companie, 
You knovy the way to heavens doore. 


_—_— 


« Church-lock and key. 
|| Know it is my ſinne, which locks thine eares, 
| And bindes thy hands, 
Out-crying my requeſts, drowning my tears; 
Or elſe the chilncfie of my faint demands. 
rg ———= C4 . 
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58. The Charch. 

But ascold hands are- angrie with the fire,. 
And mend it {t#I;- 

So I do lay the want of my defire, 

Not on-my finnes, or coldnefe, but thy will, 


[Yer heare,O God,onely for his blouds{ake 

Which pleads for me: 
For though ſinnes plead too,yer like ſtones they make* 
His blouds ſweet current much more loudtobe; 


- 
* + 
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& The Church-floore. 


T\% fa you the floore?that ſquare & ſpeckled ſtone, 


Which looks ſo firm and ftrong, 
Is - Patience: 


And th'other black and grave,wherewrth each onc 
Is. checker'd all along, 
Humiktis: 


"The gentle rifing, which on either hand 
Leads to the Quire above, 
is Confidence: 


But- the frveet cement, yhich in oneſure band 
Tics the whole framegis Love - 
And Charitic. 


Hithe; ſomerimes Sinne Keals,and ſtuns 
'The marbles ncat and curious veins: 

Bur all is cleanſed when the marble Weeps. 
Sometimes Death, puffing at thedoore, 
Blow3 all the duſt about the floore: 

But while hz:thinks to ſpoil the roumghe ſweeps.” 
Bleit be th2 Archite#, Whoſe arc 
(ould build jo-itrong mn a week heazt, 


q The 


P 


The Church, 59: 
« The Windows. 
| Tran how can man preach thy eternall word? 


He is a brittle crazie glaſle: | 

Yet in thy temple thou doſt him aftord 

| This glorious and tranſcendent place, 
To be a window, through thy grace. 


Bur when thou doft anneal inglaſſe thy-ſeoriez: 
Making thy life to ſhine within 

The holy Preachers; then the light and gloric 
More rev'rend grows, and morc doth win; 
Which elſe ſhows watriſh,bleak, and thin, 


DoEtrine and life, colours and light, in one 

When they combine and -mingle,bring 
A ſtrong regard and aw: bur mo_ alone 

Doth vaniſh hike a firing thing, 

And in the eare,not conſcience ring, 


- . . 
Fd 4a. edn dts 
— —— _—_— a EY OE EY ® ll # F th —_— 
| —_— _— * 


q Trinitie Sunday. 


' Ord, who haſt form'd me out of mud, - 
And hiſtredeem'd me throngh thy bloud, 
And {an&ifi'd me to do gQod 3 


Purve all my finnes done heretofore: 
For I confefle my heavie ſcore, 
And I will ftrive to finne no more, 


Farichwy heart, mouth, hands in me” 
With faith,with hope,with charine; 
That] may.runne, rife zeſt yith zhce, 


q"Coa-* 


The Church. 


& Content. 


| P Eace mutt'ring thoughts,and do not grudge to keeyg: 


Within the walls of your own breaſt. 
Who cannot on his own bed ſweetly ſleep, 
4 Can on. anothers hardly reſt. 


Gad not abroad at ev'ry queſt and call 
| Of an untrained hope or paſſion, 
; To court each place or fortune that doth fall, 
Is wantonnefle. in-contemplation. 


Mark how the fire in flints doth quiet lie, 
Content and warm t'it (elf alone: 

But when it would appcare' to others eye, 
Without a knock it neyer ſhone, 


Give me the pliznt minde, whoſe gentle meaſure 
Complies and ſuits with all eſtates ; 
Which can let looſe to a crown,and yet with pleaſure 


Take up within a cloiſters gates. 


*F his foul doth ſpan the world, and hang cont- at 
From either pole unto the centre: 
Where in each room of the well-furniſhrt- tent 
He lies warm,and without-advcnture, 


[The brags:of life are but a nine dayes wonder: 
And after death the fumes that ſpring 
From private bodics, make as big a thunder, 


As thoſe which riſe from. a kuge King. 


Onelythy Chronicle is loſt * and yer 
Better by worms be all once ſpent, 
Then to hxv2 helliſh morhs ſtill gnaw.and trer 


Thy name ih books,whch may not rent: 
When: 


The Church. GL 
When all thy deeds, whoſe brunt thowfeel/ſt aloge, 
Axe chaw'd by others pens.and tongue; 
And as their wit is, their digeſtion, 
Thy nouriſht fame is weak arſtrong, 


| Thenceaſe diſconrfing foul, tilf thine own ground, 
Do not thy ſelf or friends importune, 
He that by ſeeking hath himſelf once found, 


Hath cver found a happie fortune, 


< The Quidditie. 
M: God, a verſc is not a crown, 
No peint of honour, or gay ſuit, 


No hawk, or banquet, or renown , 
Nor a good ſword, nor yet a lute: 


It cannot vault, or dance or play; 
It never was in France or Spain; 
Nor can it entertain the day 
With a great-ſtable or demain; 


It is no office, art, or neyvs, 
Northe Exchange, or buſte Hall: 
| Butit is that which whileT uſe 

| Tamiththee, and Moſt rake all. 


—— —_— 


«& Humilitie. 
Saw the Vertues ſiting hand in hand 
| ſey'rall ranks upun an azure throne, 
Where all the beaſts and fowls by their command * 
reſented tokens -of ſubmiſſion. 
Humulitie, who ſat the loweſt there 
Tocxecute their call, 
When by the beaſts the preſents tendred were, 
Gave them about ro all; * 
SETS WEI Ga The 


The Charth. 
The angrie Lion did preſent his payy, 
Which by conſent was giv'n to Manſuernde, 
"The fearfull Hare her cares, which by their layy 
Humilitic did reach to Fortitude. 1 
The jealous Turkic brought his corall-chaing 

T hat went to Temperance: 
©a Juſtice yas beſtow'd the Foxes brain, 
Kill'd in the way by chance, | T 


Ac length the Crow bringing the Peacocks plume, 
(For he would not) as they beheld the grace | 
Of that brave grfr,cach one began to tume, 
And challenge it, as proper tohis place, | 
"Till they fell out; which when the bcatts eſpicd, | 
| They leapt upon the throne;- | 
'And if the Fox had liv'd to rule their 614e, 
: They had depos'd each one. Ce 


Humilitie, who held the plutne, at this | 
Did weep ſo faſt, that the tears trickling down 
Spoil'd all the train: then-ſaying, Here it is | 

: ' , — 
For which yewrangle, wade them turn their frown | 
Againſt the beaſts: fo joyntly bandying, 
They drive them ſoon'away; | 
And then amexc'd thzm; double gifts to bring 


At the next Seſſion-day. 
$ bbs A II0E DE SN IS C9 
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C Frailttc. 
- Ord, in my fileace how do 1 deſpiſe Un 
Ti 6 What wpon truſt” * 
Is ityled honour, riches, or fair eyes ; 
But 1s fair duſ7? So lt 
I ſurname them guilded tlay, Can 
Deere earth,fine graſſe or hay; 
Iz-all, T.think my foot doth cver tread Whi 
| Upon the head. 


2387 


The Chaurch.. 


| Bur when I view abroad both Regiments; 
T he worlds, and. thine - 
| Thins clad with Gmplenefle, and fad events;: 


* The other fine, .. 


63 


Y Full of glorie and gay weeds, 


—_— 


Bravel inguage, bravcr deeds: 
That which was duſt before, doth quicklyriſe, 
$ And prick mine eycs. 


; 
| O brook not this, leſt if what even now * 
My foot did-tread, 
| Aﬀront thoſe joyes, wherewith thou Gidſ endow, 
| And long fhince ywed 
My poore ſoul, ey'n lick of love : 

It may a Babel rove 

Commodious to conquer 25A and thee 
| Planted. in me. 


«| Conltancic. 


Ho is the honeſt man? 
He that doth fill and ſtrongly good purſue, 
To God, his neighbour, and himſelt moſt true: - 
Whom neither force nor fawning can 
Unpinae, or wrench from giving all their due; 


' Whoſe honeſtic is not 
So looſe or cafie, that a ruffling winde 
Can blow away, or glitt'ring lookit blinde: 
Who rides kis ſure and even txOt, - 


While rhe world-now: r:ges by,now lags behinde. 
; whe 


E4 The Church, 


Who, when great trialls come, 


Nor ſecks, nor ſhunnes them; bur doth calmly ſtav, - 


Till he the-ching and rhe-example weigh: 
Alt being brought-into 2 ſumme, 


' What place or perſon calls-for,he doth pay. 


Whom nonecwn work or wooe 
To uſe in any thing a trick or ſleight; 
For above all things he abhorres deceit : 
His words and works and faſhion too 
All of a piece, and all are cleare and ſtraight, - 


Whonevyer melts or this 
At cloſe tentarions: when the day is dane, 
His goodnefl> ſets not, burin-dark can runne: 
The ſunne to others writethlayvs, 
And is their verive; Vertuve is his Sunne, 


Whog when he-1s'to treat 
With fi:k folks, women, thoſe whom paſſions ſway. 
Allows for that, and keeps his conſtant way: 
Whom others faulrs donot defeat; 
But though men fail him, yer his part doth play, 


| Whom necthing canprocurc, 
When the vide yyorld runnes bias, fram-his will 
To writh: his Timbes, and-ſhare, not'mend the 11. 
This is the Mark-man; ſafe and ſure, 
Who ſtdl is right, and prayes to be ſo tity, 


Y C Afﬀidion. 


'Y heart did heave; and there came forth, O God! 


By that I kneythat thouwaſt-in the grief, 
To guide and govern it to my relief; 
Making a ſceprer of the rod: 
Hadft'thou not hid rhypart;” 
Suze the unculy figh had broke my heart, 


Fi 
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{ Thou knowſt my t: lies; and yyhen there's a 
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Buc fince thy breath gave me both life and ſhape, 
Liep'd 
So much breath to a ſigh, whar's then behinde? 
Or if ſome yeares with it eſcape, 
The ſigh then onely is 
A gale to bring me ſooner to my blifle, 


Thy life on earth was grief, and thou art lil} 
Conſtant unto it, making it to be 
A point of honour, nov to grieve in me, 
And in thy members ſuffer ill. 
They who lament one croſſe, 
Thou dying daily, praiſe thce to thy loſle. 


>  ———————— — ___—_— 


& The Starre, 


Right ſpark, ſhot from a brighter place, 
B Vhere beams ſurround my Saviours face, 
Canſt thou be any where 
So well as there? 


____—  - - 


| Yet, if thou wilt from thence depart, 


Takc a bad lodging in my heart 
For thou canit make a debter, 
And make it berter. 


Firſt with thy fire-yyork burn to dult 
Folly, and worle then folly, luſt : 
Then with thy light refine, 
And make it thine. 


Sodiſcngag'd from finne and fickneſſc, 
Touchit with thy celeſtiall quickneſle, 
That ir may hang and move 
{tres thy love, 


'Then 


-66 The Charch, 
Then with our trinitie of light, 
Motion, and heat, let's rake our flight Ma 
Unto the place where thou Kn 
Before-didſt bow, Th 
Th 
Get mea ſtanding there, and place Ma 
Among the beams, which crown the face | 
Of him, who dy'dto part 
Sinne and my heart. | 
Tc 
That ſo among the reſt I may An 
Glitter, and curle, and winde 2s they: WI 
That winding is their faſtwon We 
Ot adoration. F 01 
Sure thou wilt joy, by gaining me , 
To tlic home like a laden bee | 
Unto that hive of beams | On 
And garland-ſtreams. | Th 
| An 
0 ORF CO ITT — —_—_  } 
| la( 
« Sunday. | 
© Day moſt calm, moſt bright, 
The fruit of this, the next worlds bud , Th 
Th'indorſemenr of ſupreme delight, Ma 
Writ by a friend, and with his loud; Ot 
The couch of time; cares balm and bay: BY 
c 


'The weck were dark, but for thy light: 
Thy torch doth ſhow the way- 
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The other dayes and thou 
Make up one man; whole face thou art, 
Knocking at heaven with thy brovy: 
The worky-daics are the back-part; 
The burden of the week Ifes there , 

| Making the whole to ſtoup and boyw, 

| Till thy releaſe appeare. 


| Man had ſtraight forward gone 
To endlefle death : bur chou doſt pull 
And turn us round tolouk on one, 
Whom, if we were not very dull, 
We could not chooſe but look on itill; 

# Since there is no place ſo alone, 


The which he dothnot fill. 


Sundaiss the pillars are; - 
| Oa which heavns palace arched lies: 

| The other dayes fill up the ſpare 

| And hollow room with vamries. 

© They are the fruitfull beds and bordexs 

la Gods rich garden : that is bare, 

J Which parts their ranks and orders. 


ST 


The Sundaics of mans life,. 
| Thredded together on times ſtring, 
Make bracelets to adorn the wite 
Of the eternall glorious King. 

On Sunday. heavens gate ſtands op; - 
Bleſſings are plentiful and rife, 
More plentifull then hope. 


BY The Charth. 


This day my Saviour ruſe, 
And did incluſe this light for his: 
That, as each beaſt his manger knows, 
Man might not of his fodder mifle. 
 Chrifthath rook inthis piece of ground, 
And made a garden there for thofe | 
Who want heebs for their wound. F 


T he reſt of our Creation 

Our great Redeemer did remove 

With the ſame ſhnke, which at his paſſion 

Did th'earth and all things with'tt moye, 

As Samſon bore the doores ayay, 

Chriſts hands, though nal 'd, wrought our Galyation, 
And did unhinge that day, 


The brightnefſe of that day 
We ſullicd by vur foul offence: 
Wherefore that robe we caſt away, 
Having a new at his expenſe, 
Whoſe drops of bloud paid the full price, 


That was requir'd to make us gay, 


And fit for Paradiſe, 


Thou art a day of murth: 
And where the weck-dayes trail on ground, 
Thy flight is higher, as thy birth, 
© ler me take thee at the bound, 
Leaping with thee from {ev'n to ſeven, 


Till chat we both, being roſs'd fromvearth, 
Flic-hand in hand to heaven! 


«| Avarice 


The Chach, 69 
« Avarice. 


Oney,thou bane of bliſle,& ſourſe cf: wa, (fined; 
When;e,com'ſt-thoy, that thou artſo freſh 46d). 
I know thy parentage is bale agd low: 

Man foutid thee poore and drtic irt a tine; 


Puch thou didſt fo little contribute 

To this great kingdome , which thou now haſtgot; 
| Thathe was-fain, when thou werttddlhinte; | 
o digge thee out of thy dark cayc and grotz « 


Then forting thee, by fire he madethce bright: - 

Nay, thou haſt gor the face of man; for we | 
Have with our ſt\mp and ſeal tyansferr'd our right: 
t, Thou art the man, nf mat but-dro{ſ to thee, 


| Man callcth thee his wealth, who made thec rich; ; 
| And while he digg qutthee, falls:n the ditch. 


—_—. 


_—— OOO =» ————mDo— FE RC 


4 MaRY n 
Ns Army am. 


He: well:/her name an Army doth prelent, 


In whom the Lord 'of bots did pitch his tent! 


— —. A 


a 


« Toall Angels and Saints, 


H glorious ſpirits, who after all your bands 

Sec the ſmooth face of God, without a frown 
Or trict commands; 

Where ev'ry one is kinz, and hath his crown, 

Et not upon his he1d, yet in his hands: 


-C Not 


ot The Church, 
Not out of envie or maliciouſnefle 
Do I forbear to crave your ſpeciall aid. 


I would addrefle W 
My vows to thee moſt gladly, blefled Maid, 
And Mother of my God, in my diftreſle, Le 


Thou art the holy Mine, whence came the gold, W 

The great reftorative for all decay | 

In young and old; [O: 

-_ art the Cabiner where the jewell lay: 
h 


ictly to thee yyould I my ſoul unfold: {Ar 

But now (alas !) I dare not ; for our King, - FLif 
Whom vve do all joyntly adorc and praiſe, 

Bids no heohwhing {Th 

And where his pleaſure. no injunRion layes, " 

CTis your cya cafe) ye never move a wing. Wa 

All worſhip is prerogative, and a flower Oh 
Of his rich crown, from whom lies no appeal | 

At the laſt houre: Th 

Therefore we dare not from his garland ftcal, S 

To make a police for inferiour power, on 

But 


Although chen others court you, if ye know 

What's done on earth, ve thall not fare the worſe, 
Who do nor ſo; 

Since we are ever ready to disburle, 

If any one our Maſters hand can ſhow. 


f EE OY "IR M— 
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« Employment. 
HE that is weary , ler him fit. 

My ſoul-would ſtirre 

And trade in courtefies and wit, The 

Quitting the furre 

To coll complecxions needing it. 
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Man is no ſtaxre , but a quick coal | 
Of morrtall fire: 

Who blows it not, nor doth controll y_ 
A faint dchre, 

Lets his own aſhes choke his ſoul, 


When th'elements did for place conteſt 
With him, whoſc will 
| Ordain'd the bigheſt to be beſt ; 


The earth (at ſtill, 
| And by the others is oppreſt, 


| FLife isa buſinefſe , not good cheer; 
Ever in yarres. 
[The ſunne Kill ſhineth there or here, 

; Whereas the {tarres 
Watch an advantage to appeare, 


DO 


| T hat buke plant! 
[Then ſhould I ever laden be, 


And never want 


On that I were an Orenge-tree, 


ome fruit for him that drcfled me. 


But we arc ſtill too young or old: 
The mans gone, 
Before we do our wares unfold : 

So we freez on, 
Untill the grave increaſe our cold, 


1 


_ — — — © — 
«7 Deniall. 


Hen my deyotions could not pierce 
Thy ftlent cares; 
hen was my heart broken, as was my verſe: 
My breaſt was full of fears 
And vufordes: 


—_ The Church. 
My bent thoughts, like a brittle bow'g 


Did flieaſunder: 
Each took his way; ſome would to pleaſures go, 
Some to the warres and thunder To 
Of alarms. | 
As good £0 any where, they ſay, | ®) 


As to benurnme 

Both knces and heart, in crying night and day, | 
Come, c0ne,my God, O come 

But no hearing, 


O that thou ſhouldſt give duſt a tongue 
Tocrie to thee, 
And then not heare it crying/all day long 
My heart was 1 my knee, 
Bur no hearing, 


Therefore my ſoul lay out of fight, 
LUlntua'd, unftrang: 
My feeble: ſpirit, unable to look right, : 
Like a nipt bloſſome, hung 


Diſconrented . 


O cheer and tune my heartlefle breaſt, 
Deterre no time z 
Thas ſo thy favoursgranting my requeſt, 
They and my minde may chime, 
And mend my ryme. 


PEI om _—_ ———— 
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- oy ks ——— wv 


C Chriſtmas. 


A. after pleaſures as Trid one day, 

My horſe and T, both tir'd, bodie and minde; 
With full crie of affeRions, quite aſtray; 

I took up in the next inne I could finde, 


T here 


eo 
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| There when I came,whom found I but my dere, 


My deareſt Lord, expeRiing till the grief 
Of pleaſures brought me to him,readze there 
To be all paſſengers moſt fweer relief? 


, 

0 Thou, whoſe glorious, yet contra&ed light, 

{  Wraptin nights mantle;ſtole into a manger; 
| Since my dark ſoul and brutiſh js thy righe, 
To Man of all beaſts be not thou a ltranger. 


Furniſh & deck my ſoul, that thou mayſt haye 
A better lodging then a rack or Prave, 


He ſhepherds ſing 3 and ſhall T ſilent be? 

My God, no hymne for thee? 

ly ſoul's a ſhepherd too; a flock ir feeds 
Of rhoughts,and words,and deeds; 

he paſture is thy-word; the ſtreams,thy grace 
Enriching all the place, 

hepherd and flock hall ling, and all my powers 
Out-ſing the day-light houres., 

hen we will chide the ſunne for letting nigh ' 
Take up his place and right: 

e fing one common Lord; wherefore he ſhould 
Himſelf the candle hold, 

will go ſearching, till I finde a ſunne 
Shall ftay,rill we have done; 

willing ſhiner, that ſhall ſhine as gladly, 
As froſt-nipt ſunnes look ſ:dly. 

hen we will fing, and thine all our oyvn day, 
And one another py : 

'$ deams {hill cheer my breaſt,and both fo tine, 

ll ev'n his beams ling, and my muli:k ſhine, 
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74 The Church. 
« Ungratefulneſſe, 


Ord, with what bountie and rare clemencie 
Haſt thou redeenrv'd us from the graye! 
If thou hadſt letus runne, 
Gladly had man ador'd the ſunne, 
And thought his god moſt brave; 
Where nov we ſhall be better gods then he, 


"Thou haft but two rare cabinets full of treaſure, 
The T rinitie, and Incarnation: 
Thou haſt unlockt them both, 
And made them jewels to betroth 
The work of thy creation 
Unto thy ſelf in everlaſting pleaſure. 


The Katelier cabinet is the T'rinitie, 
Whoſe ſparkling light acceſſe denies; 
Thereforc thou doſt not ſhow 
This fully to us, till death bloyy 
The duſt into our eyes: 
For by that poyyder thou wilt make us ſce. 


But all thy ſweetsare packt up in the other ; 
Thy merciesthither flock and floyy : 
Thar as the firit affrights, 
This may allure us with delights; 
Becaulc thus box ve know; 
For we have all of us juſt ſuch another, 


But man iscloſe, reſery'd, and dark to chee: 
When thou demandeſt but a heart, 
He cayils inſtantly. 
In his poore cabinet of bone 
Sinnes have their box apart, 
Defraudinz thee, yho gayeſt two for one. 


«| Sigh 


The Church, 
$ Sighs and grones, 
Oo Do not uſe me 


After my finnes ! look not on my deſert, 
But on thy glorie ! then thou wilt reform 
And notretuſe me: for thou onely art 
The mightic God, bur I a fillie worm 3 

-O do not bruiſeme ! 


Odo not urge me ! 
For what account can thy ill Reyyard make ? 
T have abus'd thy ſtock, deſtroy'd thy woods, 
Suckt all thy magazens: my head did ake, 
Till it found out how-to conſume thy goods + 
| O do notſcourge me! 


O do not blinde me ! 


| T have deſerv'd that an Egyptian night 


Should thicken all my powers;becauſe my luſt 


| Hath till ſow'd fig-leaves to exclude thy lizhr: 
| ButT am fraultic, and alreadie duſt; 


O do not grinderme ! 


O do not fill me 


With the turn'd viall of thy bitter wrath ! 
For thou haſt other veſſels full of bloud, 
A part whereof my Saviour empti'd hath, 


Ev'nunto death: fince he di'd for my good, 


O do not kill me ! 


But O repricve me ! 
For thou haſt [fe and death at thy command; 
Thouart both Judge and Saviour, feaſt and rod, 
Cordiall and Cireloe put not thy hand 
Into the bitter box; bur O my God, 

My God, relieve me ! 


D 2 « The 
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C The World. 


Ove builr a ſtately houle; where Fortune came: 
And ſpinning phankes,ſhe was heard ro fay, 
That her fine cobwebs did fupport.the frame, 
Whereas they vere ſupported/by the ſame: 

But Wi{dome quickly ſwept them all ayvay. 


Then Pleaſure came,wha liking not the faſhion AE 


"Began to make Bakones,'Ferraces, 

Till the had weakned--all-by -alteration: 
But rev'rend laws, and many: a proclamation 
Reformed all at length with menaces. 


Then enter'd Siaze,and with that Sycamore, 


Whoſe leaves farſt ſhehred man, from-draughe & dew, F 


Working and winging flily eyermare, 
The inward walls and Sommers cleft and tore: 
But Grace ſhor'd theſc,and cut that as it grew: 


Then Sjane combin'd with Death in a firm band 
Torazc the building to the -very floore: 

Which they eftced,none could chem withſtand. 
But Love and Grace took Glorie by the hand, 
And built a braver Palace then betorc, 


Colo 
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Coloſl. 3. 3. 
onr life is hid with Chriſt in God, 


VIT words & thoughts do both expreſle this notis 

That LIFE hath with the ſun a double motion, 
The firſt Js ſtraight, and our diurnall friend; 
The other HID, and doth obliquely bend. 

=_ life is wrapt IN fleſh,ind tends to earth; 
| The other winds towards HI Mwhole happic birth 

Taught me to live here ſo, THAT till one eye 
| Should aim and ſhoot at that which 15 on high: 
Quitting with daily labour all AT pleaſure, 
$ To gain at harveſt an eternill TRE Aſwre. 


q Vanitic. 


'T ac flect Aſtronomer can bore 
And thred the ſpheres with his quick-piercing minde: 
He views their ſtations, walks fron doore ra doore, 
Surveys, 3s if he had dehign'd 
To make 2 purchaſe there: he ſees their dances, : 
And knowerh long before 
| Both their full-cy'd aſpe&s, and ſecrer glances, 


The nimbic Diver with his fide 
Cuts through the working waves,that he may fetch 
His deerly-earned pearl, which God did hide 
On purpoſe from the ventrous wretch; 
{ That he might ſave his life, and alſo hers,. 
Who with exceſſive pride 
Her own deſtruction and his danger years, 


D 3 Fho 


The Chuych. 


T he ſubtil Chymick can deveſt 
And ſtrip the creature naked, till he finde 
'Thecallow oy Ko within their neſt: 

There he imparts to them his minde, 
Admitted to their bed-chamber, before 
| They appeare trim and dreſt 
[To ordinarie ſuitours at the doore. 


78 


What hath not man ſought out and found, 
Þut his deare God?who yer his glorious law 
Emboſomes in us, mcllowing the ground 


With ſhowres and froits, with love and aw; | 


So that we need not ſay, Where's this command ? 
Poore man,thou ſcarcheſt round 
*F o Ande out dearh,but mil [ife at hand. 


—_— 
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C Lent. 


\ 7 Elcome deare feaſt.of Lent:who loves not ther, 
He loves not Temperance, or Authorie, 

But is compos'd of paſſion, 
'T he Scriptures bid us faff; the Church ſayes, now: 
Give to thy Mother, what thou wouldſt allow 

To ev'ry Corporation, 


"The humble foul'compog'd of love and fear 
Begins at home,and layes the burden there, 

Whendottrines diſagree. 
He ſayes, in things which uſe hath juſtly got, 
Lam a (candall co the Church, and not 
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T-ue Chriſtians ſhould be glad of an occaſion 
Toſe their remperance,ſceking no evaſton, 
When good is fcalonable; 


' Unleſfſe Authoritie, which ſhould increaſe 


The obligation in us, make it lefle, 
And Power it (clt diſable. 


Behdes the cleanneſle of ſyeet abſtinence, 
Quick thoughts and motions at a ſmall expente, 
A face not fearing light: 


” Whereas in fulneflethere are ſhuttithfumes, 
* Sowre exhalations, and diſhoneſt rheumes, 


Revenging the delight. 


Thea thoſe ſame pendant profits, which che ſpring 


' And Eaſter intimate, enlarge the thing, 


And goodnefle of the aced. 
Neither ought other mens abuſe of Lent 
Spoil the good uſe; leſt by th:t argument 

We forfcit all our Creed. 


Ir's true, ve cannot reach Chriſts fortieth day; 
Yet to go part of that religious way, 
Is better then to reſt: 
We cannot reach our Saviours puriticz 
Yer are yve bid, Be holy en a5 he. 
In both let's do ourbeſt, 


Who goeth in the way which Chriſt hath gone, 

Is much more ſure to meer with him, then one* 
That travelleth by-wayes. 

Perhaps my God, thouzh he be farre before, 

May turn, and take me by the hand, and more 
May ſtrengthen my decayes. 
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Yet Lord inſtru us to improve our faſt 

By itarying ſinne, and taking ſuch repaſt 
As may our faults controll: 

"That ev'ry man may revell at his doore, 


Not in his parlour; qu the poore, 


And among thoſe his ſoul. 


"= ——_ = 


«q Vertue. 


OTIn day,ſo cool, fo calm, ſo bright, 
The bridall of the carth and skie: 
;X he dew lull weep thy fall ro night; 


For thou mult die. 


Sweet roſe,yphoſe hue anzrie and brave 
Bids the raſhg1zcr wipe his eyc: 
Thy root is ever 1n its grave, 


And thou mult die. 


Sweet ſpring,full of ſweet dayes and roſcs, 


A box where ſweets compacted lie ; 
My muſick ſhows ye have your cloſes, 
j And all muſt die. 


Onely a ſweet and yertnous ſoul, 
Like feaſon'd timber,never yu . | 
But though the whole world curn to coal, 


Then chiefly lives, 


«| The p9i! 
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n 


[ Know the wayes of Learning; both the head 


What Reaſon hath from Nature borrowed, 

Or of it ſelf , like a good huſwife, ſpunne 

| In laws and policie; vhat the ſtarres conſpire, 

= What willing Nature ſpeaks,what forc'd by fire; 
ÞF Both th' old þ > ha ga the new-found ſeas; 

| The ſtock and ſurplus, cauſe and hifforie: 

| All theſe ſtand open, or I have the keyes: 
| Yet I love thee, 


-. 


© T know the w:yts of Honour What maintains 
f The quick returns of courteſie and wit: 
| In vies of favours whether partie gains, 
| When glorie (wells the heart,and moldeth 1 
| Toall expreſſions both of hand and eye, 
| Which on the world a truc-love-knor may tie, 
| And bear the bundle,whereſoc'reir goes: 
| How many drimmes of -{pirir there muſt be 
To ſell my life unto my triends or foes: 
| Yet I love thee, 
; 

I know the waycs of Pleaſure,the ſwect itraine, 
| The lullings and' the reliſhes of it; 
The propolirtons of het bloud and brains; 
What mirth and mufick mean} what love and vvir 
Have done theſe twentie hundred yeares,2nd more: 
I knov the proje&s of unbridled ſort: 
My Rufle is fleſh,not brafle;; my ſenſes live, 
[And grumble oft, that they-have moreiin me 
. Þ.Tlicn he that curbs chemgbeing bur one to-faye;;: 
Kt} Yet I love thec. . 


DF 


And pipes that feed the prefle,and make it runne; 


3x 
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I knowall theſe;and-haverthem in-my hand: 
Therefore not ſealed, but with open eyes 

I fie ro thee,and fully underſtand: 

Bothrthe main'ſale, and the commodities; - 
And at whatrate and price T have thy love; 
With all the circumſtances that may move: 


Yet through the labyrinths,nor my groveling wit, - 


Bur thy ilk twiſtletdoyn fromheay'n to me, 
Did both condu@ and teach me, how by it ' 
To-climbe to thee, 


| | ——_ in. piecesall aſunder; - 


Lord,hunt me nor, 
A thing forgot, 
Once a poore.creature,noy a wonder; 
A wonder tortur'd in the ſpace. 
Berwaxt this-world and that of grace, 


My thougitts are all a caſe-of kmives, 
Wounding my heart 
With fcatter'd fmart, 
As warring vots give flow'rs their lives. 
Nethking their furie can controll, 


While they do-wound and prick-my ſoui.” 


All my attendants are at ſtrife, 
Quitting their place 
Unto myface: . 
TN: thow peeforms tht rask of life : 
The elemtnrsare kcrlooſe to fight, 
And yhulc Lye tric out their rights ',, 


| 
| 


1 w_- 
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Oh help, my God! let not their plot 
; Kill them and me, 
And allo thee, 
Who art my life: diffolve the knor, 
As the ſunne ſcatters by his lighc 
All the rebellions of the night. 


Then ſhall thoſe powers, which work forgrief, 
Enter thy pay, 
And day by day 
Labour thy praiſe and my reliet; 
With care and courage building me, 
Till I reach heay'n,.and much more thee, 


nents mmm ents be ——n——— — — w—_ 
My God, I heard this day, 
1 hat none doth build a ſtately habitation, 
But hethat means to dwell therein, 
What houſe more-ſtately hath there been, 


Ot can be, then is Man? ro whoſe creation 
* All thingsare in decay, 


For Man is ev'ry thing, 

And more: He isa tree, yer bears no fruit; 
A beaſt, yer 13, or ſhould -be more. 
Reaſon and ſpecch we onely bring. 

Parrats thay thank us,if they are not murr, 

Fhey go upon the (core, 


Man is alt ſymmetrie, * 
Full of proportions, one limbe to'another, 
And all to all the world beſides: 
Each part may call the fartheſt brother: 
For head wich foot hath ptivate amitie, 
__ Andbathyithmoonsand tides. 
OE on ont IRE Nothin? - 


OOO OO I I ee gy am — I 


Pl 
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Nothing hath got ſo farre, 
But Man hath caught and kept it,as his prey. 
; His eyes diſmount the higheſt ftarre: 
He is in little all che ſphere. 
Herbs gladly cure our fleſh, becauſe that they 
: Finde their acquaintance there. 


84 


For us the windes do-blow, 
'The carth doth reſt,heay'n move,and fountains floyy, 
Nothing we ſce,but. means our good, 
As our delight, or as our treaſure: 
{The pvhole is either our —_ of food, 
Or cabinet of pleaſure. 


The ſtarres have us to bed ; 
Night.draws the curtain, which the ſunne withdraws: 
Muſick-and light attend our head,. 
All things unto our feſh are kinde 
In. their de/cent and being ; to our minds 
In their aſcent and cauſe. 


Each thing is full of dutie. 
Waters united are our navigation; 
Diſtinguiſhed, our habitation; 
B:loy,our drink ; abovezour meat: 
Both arc our cleanlmeflle, Hath one ſuch beauuc? 
Then hoveare all things neat! 


More ſervants yyait on Man, 
Then ke] take notice of : in ey'ry path 


He treads Jon chat which doth befriend hin 


:When-ficknefle makes himpale and wan. 
Oh migltie lovel Manis;onewondand hath 
Another to. atntend hum, 
vince; 


_ PR 
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p 
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oy 


Since then , my God, thou-haſt 
So brave a Palace builtz O dwell in it, wa 
That it may dyell with thee at laſt! 
Till then,afford us ſo much wit, 
| That, a$the world ſerves us, we may ſerve thee, 
And both thy ſeryants be, 


q Antiphon. 


Chor. MRailed be the God of love, 

Men. Here bclow, 
| Angels. And here above : 
| Cho, Who hathdealthis mercies fo, 
| Anz. To his friend, 
vw. Men, And to his foe; 


| Cho. That bothgrace andglorietend 

| Ang, Us of old, 

Men. Andus in tlend, 
| Cho, The great ſhepherd of the fold 

| Anz. U sdid make, 
Men. For us was ſold. 


; 
ET my rs nn nn 
; 
R 
F 
- 


; Cho. He our foes in pieces brake: 

Ange. Him we touch; 

. Mcn. And him we take. 

t Cho, Wherefore ſincethat he is ſuch, 
Ang. We adore, 

Men. And vve do crouch, 


| Cho. Lord, thy praiſes ſhould be more, 
VF Mzn. We have none, 
Hig. And we no ſtore, 
Elg., Praiſed bethe God alone, 


_ 


Who hath made of tyvo folds one.. 
— 
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«7. Unkindneſle. 


| oo make me coy and tender to offend, 
—-]n friendſhip, firſt I think, jf that agree, 
Which I intend , 
Unto my friends intent and end; 
I would notulea friend, as Luſe-Thee.-. 


Tf any touch my friend, or his good name, 
It is my honour and my love to free | 
His blaſted fame 


From the leaſt ſpot or thought of blame. 


I could not uica friend , as Lule Thee, 


My friend my fpit upon my curious floore: 
Would he hivegold? I lend it inſtantly; 
Buxlet the poore, 
And thou within them it.rve at doore, 
I cannot ule afriend; as I uie Thee . 


When that my friend pretendeth to a place, 
JI quit my intereſt, and leave it free: 
But when thy grac6 


Sues for my heart, 1 thec diſplace; 
Nor would Lufe a friend, as I uſe -T hee, | 


Yet can a friend what thou haſt done fulfill? 
© write in brafſe, My God upon a tree 
His bloud did pitt 
Onely to purchaſe my g00d-will: 
Tet uſe 1 not my foes, as 1 uſe thee. 


'w - —_—— 


| We 


© Litc : 


2a tt. id by V 


fel ." 


»Madc 2 
' Here w 


The Church, 
ofic, while the day ran by: 


[1 ſmell my remnant onr, and tic 
My life within this band, 


But time did beckento the flow'rs, and they 
By noon moſt cunningly did ſteal away; 


And wither'd in my hand. - 


| My hand was next to them, and'then my heart; 


I took, without morethinking, in good part 


Times gentle admonitions 


Who did ſo ſweetly deaths ſad taſte convey, 
Making my minde to {mell my fazall days 


Yet ſugring the ſuſpicion, 


Farewell deare flows; ſweetly your time ye-ſpenr, 


Fit, while yeliy'd, for {ſmell or ornament, 


And after death for cures. -. 


I follow Raight withourcomplaints or grief, 
Since if my ſent be good, I care not if 


It beas ſhotras yours: - 


—_ 


——_ > EC wo ee 


-—- 


<q Submiſſion, 


Ut that thon art mywildome;, Lord, - 
- And both mine eycs are thine,. 
My minde would be cxtreamly ſtirr'd 
For mifling my deſhgne: 


Were it nqtbetter to beſtow 


Some place and power on me? 


| Then ſhould thy praiſes with me 2roy, 
And flare in wy degree. 
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. Bur when T thus diſpute and grieve, 
Ido reſume my fight, Is 
And pilfring what I once did give, 


Diſleize thee of thy right. - 
\ 

How know I, if thou ſhouldſt me raiſe, 
Thatl ſhould then raiſe thee? Ky 
Perhaps great places and thy praiſe M 
Do not ſo well agrec. W 
Wherefore unto my gift I ſtand; Ar 
I will no more adyiſe: W 
Onely do thou lend me a hand, Fir 

_* Since thouhnſt both mine cycs, 

WI 
Eu—— _ —{____ | — > Th 


| qd Juſtice, Ta 


T Cannot kill of theſe thy wayes. | 
Ford, thou dill make me, yet thou woundeſt me: | Tn 
Lord, thou doſt wound me, yet thou doſt relieve me: But 
Lord, thou relieveſ#,yet I die by thee: 


Lord, thou doft kill mz, yet thou doſt reprieve me. eB 
But when T mark my life and praiſe, | 
ThyJuſticeme moſtfirlypayes: | 

For, I do praiſe thee, yet 1 praiſe thee not: Th 

My prayers mean thee, yet niy prayers fray: wes 

I would do well,yet ſinne the bandhath gnt : And 


My ſoul doth love thee, yet it loves delay. 
I cannot $kill of theſe my wayes.. -* 
D— — — — ——————— —_ — 


« Charms and Knots. 


WV Ho reade a chapter when hey rife,. ., [+= 
i Shall ne're be rroubled with ill eyes, 
SY nnd ks be 
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A poore mans rod, when thou doſt ride, 
Is both a weapon and a guide. 


% 


Who ſhuts his hand, hath loſt his gold: 
Who opens it, hath it twice told. 


Who goes to bed and doth not pray, 


| Maketh two nights to ev'ry day. 


» 


Who by aſperfions throw a ſtone 
Ar th'/head of others, hit their oyvn, 


Who looks on-ground with humble eyes, 
Findes himlſclf there and {ſeeks to riſe. 


When th' hair is ſweet through pride or luſt, 


«j The powder doth forget the duſt, 
Take one from ten, and what remains? 
| Ten ſt1]], if ſermons go for gains, 


In ſhillow waters hcay'n doth ſhoyvs 


But who drinks on, to hell may go. 


| —_ " WIFI Wy A a 


= =» C4 


| : gs 
q Afﬀiction. 
Y God, I read this day, 
| That planted Paradiſe was not ſo firm , 
| As was and is thy floting Ark; whoſe ſtay 
And anchor thou art onely, to confirm 


And ſtrengthen it inev'ry age, 
When waves do riſe, and tempeſts rage, 


At firſt we liv'd in pleaſure; 
Thine own delights thou didſt to us impart: 
When ve grew wanton, thou didft uſe diſpleaſure 
. {70 make us thine: yet that we might not part, = 
As we at firſt did board with thee, 
Now thou wouldſt taſte our milcric. 


' 
| 


F 


 — 
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There is but joy and grief, 
It either will conycrt us, we are thine: 
Some Angels us'd the firſt; if our rchief et 
"Take up the ſecond, then thy double line 
And ſev'rall baits in either kinde 
Furniſh thy table to thy minde. 


In 
Affliction then is ours; 
Weare the trees, whom ſhaking faſtens more, 
While bluſtring windes deſtroy the wanton bowres, Þlar 
And rufHle all their curious knors and ſtore, 
My God, (o temper joy and wo, 


Tharthy bright beams may tame thy bovy, vh 
| 


—__—_ — 
——  — — — 


<q Mortification, " 


How ſoon doth man decay: | 
When clothes arc taken from a cheſt cf tweets 
To {waddle infants, whoſe young breath iN . 
S-arce knoys the way; : 

Thoſe ciours are little winding ſheets, 
Which do conligne and ſend them unto death, 


When boyes go firſt tobed, 

They ſtep into their yoluntarie graves; 
Sleep bindes them faſt; onely their breath 
Makes them nor dead: ” 
Succeſſive nights, like rolling waves, Pavy 
Convey them quickly, who are bound for death. - $9 


When yourh is frank and free, 


And calls for mubick, while his veins do (well, Une 
All day exchanging mirth and breath to 

In companiez $ my 

That muſfick ſummons to the knell, JC 13 


Which hall befriend him az the houſe of death. 


W: 


——ﬀ 
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When man grovvs ſtaid and wiſe, 
etting a houſe and home, where he may move 
Within the circle of his breath, 
Schooling his eyes; 
That dumbe yas. maketh loye 
Into the coffin, that attends his death. 


When age grows low and weak, 
s, Þlarking his grave, and thawing ev'ry yeare, 
T1!) all do melt, and drown his breath 
 * When he would ſpeak; 
A chair or litter ſhows the biere, 
Vhich ſhall convey him to the houle of death, 


Man, ere he 1sawate, 
ath put together a ſolemnitie, 
| Andcreſ{this herſe, while he has breath 
As yet to ſpare. 
Yet Lord, inſtru& usſo to dic, 
T hat all theſe dyings may be life in denth, 
: 


— —— 
_ — 
wad — Len d ts. ll. ———_— _ Y ASCE _ 
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q Decay. 


Weet were the dayes , when thou did{t lodge with 
d Struggle yvith Jacob,fir with Gideon, (Lot, 
Adviſe with Abraham, when thy power could not 
ncounter Moſes ſtrong complaints and mone: 
Thy words were then, Ler me alone. 


Une might have ſought and found thee preſently 
t ſome fair oak, or buſh, or cave, or well: 

5 my God this way? No, they would reply: 
ac 15to Sinai gone, as we heard tell : 

Liſt, ye may heare great Aarons bell, 
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But now thou doſt thy ſelf immure and cloſe 

In ſome one corner of a tceble heart: 

Where yet both Sinne and Satan , thy old foes, ot 

Do pinch and ſtraiten thee, and uſe much art 
To gain thy thirds and little part, 


or - 


T ſee the world grows old, when as the heat 
Of thy great love once ſpread, as in an urn 
Doth clofetup it (elf, and ſtill retreat, 

Cold finne fill forcing it, till it return, 

| And calling Juſtice, all things burn, 


BD —__ _ —— -. _———_w—_— 


« Milcric. TY 


o d, letthe Angels praiſe thy name, 

Man is a foolith thing, a foolith thing; | Dea 
Folly and Sinne play all his game. 

His houſe {til] burns; and ye he Qi doth ſing, 
Aan ts but graſſe, | 

He lnows it, fill the gfaſſe, 

/ 


Hoyy canſt thou brook his fooliſhneſſe? 
Why,he'l nor loſe acup of drink for thee: T 
Bid him but temper his excefle; * 
Not he: he knoyvs where he can better be, 
As he will ſwear, 
T hen to ſerve thee in fear. 


What ſtrange pollutions doth he wed, And 
And make his oven, as if none knevy bur het 
No man ſhall beat into his head, Givi 
'That thou within his curtains drawn canſft ſce; 
They are of cloth, 


Where never yet came moth. 


The Church. 
The beſt of men, turn but thy hand 


or one poore minute, ſtumble at a pinne: | 
They would not have thcir ations ſcann', 
or any ſorrow tell them that they finne , 
Thouzh it be ſmall, 
| And meaſure not their fall. 
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They quarrell thee, and wonld give over 
he bargain made to ſerve thee: bur thy love 
Holds them unto it, aud doth coyer 
heir follics with the wing of thy milde Doye, 
Not (uftring thoſe 
Who would, to be thy foes. 


My God, Man cannot praiſe thy name: 
Thou arr all brightnefle, perfe& puritie: 
The ſunne holds down his head for ſhame, 
Dead with eclipſes, when we ſpeak of thee. 
How fhall infe&ion 
| Preſun.e on thy perfe&ion? 


| 
| Asdirtie hands foul all they touch, 
And thoſe things moſt, which are moſt pure and fine? 
| So our clay hearts, ev'n when we crouch 
To ſing thy praiſes, make thein lefle divine, 
Yet cither this, 
Or none thy portion is, 


- Mancannot ſerve thee; let him go 

(And ſerve the (wine : there, there is his delight : 
He doth not like this Vertue,noz 

Give him his dirtto wallow in all night : 


Theſc Prerchers make » 
His head to ſhoot and akes 


Ol; 
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Oh fooliſh man, where are thine eyes? 
How haſt thou loſt them in a croud of cares! 
ThoupulP che rug, and wilt not riſe, 
No,not to purchaſe the whole pack of ſtares; 
Thereler them ſhine, 
Thou mult go {leep, ordine. 


The bird that ſees a daintic boyvre 
Made in the tree, where ſhe was wont to ſit, 
Wonders and (ings, but not his power, 


Who made the arbour: this exceeds her wit. p 
But Man-doth know TT! 
-T he ſpring, whence all things floyy: - 
0 


And yet as though he knew it nor , T! 
His knowledge winks, and lets his humourg reignes | N 
They make his life a conſtant blot, FM 
And all the bloud of God to run in vain, 
Ah wretch! what verſe ; As 
Can thy ſtrange wayes rehearſe? So 
But 
Indeed at rſt Man was a treaſure, Wh 
A box of jewels, ſhop of rarities, The 
A ring, whoſe poſic was, My pleaſure: Cop 
He was a garden ina Paradiſe: 
Gloric and grace — 
Did crowa his hcart and face, c 
But finne hath fool'd him. Now he 18 | 
A lump of fleſh, without a foot or wing 
To raiſe him to the glimpſe of bliſſe: | My | 
A ſick toſs'd veſſel, daſhing on each thingz 
Nay, his own ſhelf : Te 
My God, I mean my ſelf. ItT 
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q Jordan. 


! That I ſought out quaint words, and trim invention; 
My thoughts began to burniſh, ſprout, and ſwell, 
| Curling with metaphors a plain intention, 

| Decking the ſenſe, as if ir were ro ſell, 


Thouſands of notions in my brain did runne, 

Oft"ring their ſervice, if I were not ſped: 

] often blotted what I had begunne; 

This was not quick enough, and that was dead, 

Nothing cquld ſcem too rich to clothe the ſunne, 
' EMuchlefle thoſe joyes which trample on his head. 


2 As flames do work and winde, when they aſcend, 
Sodid Þ weave my (elf intothe ſenſe. 

But while T buſtled, I might heare a friend 
Whiſper, How wide is all this long pretencel 

There is in love a ſweetneſſe ready penn'd: 

Copie out onely that, and ſave expen/e- 


—_ Ac CcuﬀWw=waa.DÞvÞÞwu ime 


Hen firſt my lines of heav'oly joycs made men: 
: Such was their luſtre, they did ſo excell, (tion, 


—— Me ets 


q Prayer. 


| ©]: what an caſic quack acceſic, 

| My blefled Lord, art thou! how ſuddenly 
May our requeſts thine eare invade! 

To ſhew that ſatediſlikes nor caſinefle. 

It] but lift mine cyes, my ſuit is made: 

Thou canſt no moxe not heare, thenthou cant die, 
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Of what ſupreme almightie power 
Is thy great arm which ſpans the eaſt and weſt, 
And tacks the centre to the ſphere! 
By it do all things live their meaſur'd houce: 
We cannot ask the thing which is not there, 
Blaming the ſhalloynefle of our requeſt, 


Of what uameaſurable love 
Art thou poſleſt,who,when thou couldſt not die; 
Wer: fain to take our fleſh and curſe, 
And for our ſakes in perſon. finne reprove; 
That by deſtroying that which ty'd thy purſe, 
'Thou mightſt make way for liberalitie! 


Since then theſe three wait on thy throne, 
Eaſe, Power, and Love; I value prayer ſo, 

That were I to leave all but one, 
Wealth, tame, endowments, vertues, all ſhould go: 
I and deare prayer would together dyvell, 
And quickly g2in, for each itic!: 'oft, an ell, 


——_———— —_ — — _ 
«& Obedience. 


Y God, if writings may 
Convey a Lordſhip any way 
'Whither the buyer and the ſeller plcaſe; 
Let it not thee diſpleaſe, 
If this poore paper do as much as they. 


On it my heart doth bleed 

As many lines, as there doth need 

To paſle itſc|f and all it hath to thee: 
To whichT do agree, 

And here preſent it as my ſpeci:ll deed, 


Wh 
Lor 


And 
To: 


\M! 
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Tf that hereafter Pleaſure 


Cavill, and claim her part and meaſure, 
As if this paſſed with a reſervation, 
Or ſome ſuch words in faſhion; 
I here exclude the wranglerfrom thy treaſure, 


O let thy ſacred will 
All thy delight in me fulfill! 
Let menot think an aQion mine own way, 
Butas thy love ſhall (way, 
Reſigning up the rudder to thy kill, 


Lord, what is Man to thee, 
That thou ſhouldit minde a cotten tree? 
Yet fince thou canſt not chooſe but ſce my aQions; 

So great are thy perfeE&1ons, 
Thou mayſt as well my a&tions guide, as ſee, 


Beſides, thy death and bloud 
Show'da ſtrange love to all our good: 
Thy forrows were in earneſt; no faint proffer, 
Or (uperficiall offer 
Of what we might not take, or be withſtood. 


Wherefore I all forgo: 
To one word onely I ſay, No. 
Where in the deed there was an intimation 
Of a gift or donation, 
Lord, let it now by way of purchaſe go. 


He that will paſle his land, 
As IT have mine, may ſer his hand 
And heart unto this deed, when he hath read; 
And make the purchaſe ſpread 
To both our goods, if he go it will Rand, 


Ez 
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How happie were m part, 


If fome kinde man would thruſt his heart 


Tnto theſe lines; till in heav'ns court of rolls 
They were by winged ſouls 
Entred for both, farre aboye their deſert! 


_—__ _————_— 
bu — - 8 


« Conſcience. 


Peace pratler ,do not lowre: 
Not a fair look, but thou doſt call it foul: 
Not a fyveet diſh, but thou doſt call it Coyvre: 
Muſick to thee doth how]. 
By liſtning to thy chatting fears 
I have both loſt mine eyes and carcs, 


Pratler, no more, I ſay: 
My thoughts muſt work, but like a noiſeleſſe ſphere; 
Harmonious peace muſt rock them all the day: 
No room for pratlers there, 
If thou perliſteſt, I will tcll chee, 
That Thave phylick ro expell thee, 


And the receit ſhall be 
My Saviours bloud: when ever at his board 
I do but taſte it, ſtraight it cleanſeth me, 
And leaves thee not a word; 
No, not a tooth or. nul to ſcratch, 
And at my 2c&t:ons carp, or catch. 


Yet if thou talkeR ſtill, 
Beſides my phylick, know there's ſome tor thee: 
Some wood and nails to make a ſtaffe nr bill 
For tholc tha: trouble me: 
The bloudie croſſe of my dearce Lord 
Is both my pliylick aud my ſword. 


—  ) my *%. 
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| Sion, 
| OY , with what glorie waſt thou ſerv'd of old, 
| When Solumons temple ſtood and flouriſhed ! 
Where moſt things were of pureſt 2old: 
The wood was all embelliſhed 
With flowers and carvings, myſticall and rare ; 
All ſhow'd the builders, crav'd the ſeers care, 


Yet all this glorie, all this pomp and ſtare 

Did not affe& thee much, was not thy aimz 
Something there was, that ſow'd debate : 
Wherefore thou quitr'{i thy ancient claims 

And now thy ArchiteQure mcets with ſfinne; 

For all thy frame and fabrick is within, 


There thou art ſtruggling with a peeviſh heart, 
Which ſometimes crofleth thee, thou ſometimes it: 
The fizhi is hard on either part, 
; Great God doth fight, he doth ſubmit. 
All Solomons ſca of brafle and world of {t2ne 
Is not ſodeareto thee as one good grone. 


And truly brafſe and ſtones are heavie things, 
Tombes for the dead, not temples fit for thee: 
But grones are quick, and full of wings, 
And all their motions upward bez =, 
And ever as they mount; like larss they fing: 


1 he note is ſad, yer muſick tor a king, 


— __—_—__— 


Home, 
Ome Lord, my hcad doth burn, my heart is lack, 
Whilc thou doſt ever, ever it:y; 
Thy lonz deferrings wound me to the quick, 
My ſpirit galpeth night and day, 
O ſhow thy (elf to me, 
Or take me up to thee ! 
# BY Hovy 


——— - - 
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How canſt thou ſtay, conſidering the pace 
The bloud did make,which thou didſt waſte? 
When I bchold it trickling down thy face, 
| I never ſaw thing make ſuch haſte. 
O ſhow thy (clf to me, 
Ortake me up to thee! 


When Man was loſt, thy pitie lookt about 
Toſce what help in tfearth or skie : 
But there was none: at feat no help without: 
T he help did in thy boſome lie. 
Othow thy, &c, 


TT here lay thy ſonne: and muſt he leave that nelt, 
T hart hive of ſweetneſle, to remove 
"T hraldome from thoſe, who would not at a feaſt 
Leave one poore apple for thy love? 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


He did, he came. O my Redeemer deare , 
After all thiscanſt thou be ſtrange? 
So many yeares baptiz'd, and not appeare? 
As if thy love could fail or change, 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


+ Yet if thou Ntayeſt till, why muſt T tay > 


My God, whatis this world to me? 
This world of wot hence all ye clouds, away. 
Away; I muſt get up and ſee. 
O ſhovy thy, &c. 


What 1s this weary world, this meat and drink, 
That chains us by the teeth fo faſt? 

hat is this woman-kinde, which I can wank 
Into a blackneſfe and diſtaſte? 

O thow thy, &c. 


ql 


The Church. 
With one ſmall fizh thou gav'ſt me tW'other day 


I blaſted all the joyes abour me : 
And ſcouling on them as they pin'd away, 
Noyy come again, faid I, and flout me. 
O ſhow thy ſelf to me, 
Or take me up to thee | 


Nothing but drought and dearth, bur buſh and brake, 


Which way ſo-e're I look, I ſee. 
Some may dream merrily, but when they wake, 
T hey drefle themfeles and come to thee, 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


We talk of harveſts; there are no ſuch thinzs, 
But vvhen we leave our cornand hay: 
There is no fruitfull yeare, but that which brings 
The laſt and lov'd, though dreadfull day. 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


Oh looſe this frame, this knot of man untiec ! 
Thar my free ſoul may uſe her wing, 
Which now is pinion'd with mortalitie, 
As an intangled, hamper'd thing. 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


What have I left, that I ſhould ſtay and groae ? 
The moſt of me to heav'n is fled; 
My thoughts and joyes are all packt up and gone, 
And for their old acquaintance plead, 
'O ſhow thy, &c, 


Come deareſt Lord, paſle not this holy ſeaſon, 
My fleſh and bones and joynts do pray: 
And ev'n my verſe, when by the ryme and reaſors 
The word is, Stay, ſayes cyer, Come. 
O ſhow thy ſelf ro me, 
Or take me up to thee |! 


E 3 _ © The 
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« The Britiſh Church, 


] Joy, deare Mother, when I view 
Tiy perfect lineaments, and hue 
Both ſweet and bright, 


Beouric in thee takes up her place, 
And dates her letters from thy face, 
When the doth write, 


A fincalpeQ in fit aray, 


Cr 


Neither too mean, nor yet too gay 
3 b DO Y3 
Shows who 15 bcft, 


Outlandiſh looks may not compare: 
For all they either painted are, 
Or clic urdceſt, 


She on the hills, which wantonly 
Allureth all in hope to be 
By her preterr'd, 


Hith kiſs'4 ſo long her painted ſhrines, 
Thatey'n her face by kifling ſhines, 
| For her reward, 


$he in the valley is fo ſhic 
Of drefling, that her hair dorh he 
About her earcs: 


While the avoids her neighbours pride, 
She wholly goes on th' orher fide, 
And nothing wears. 


But deareſt Mother, (what thoſe miſfle) 
The mean thy praiſe and glorie 1s, 
And long may be. 


Bleſſed be God, whoſe love it was 
To doublc-moar thee with his grace, 
And none but thee, 


q The 


The Churth. 


« The Quip. 


He merrie warld did on a day 

With his train-bands and mates agree 
To meer together, where I lay, 
And all in ſport to geere at me, 


Firſt, Beautie crept into a roſe, 

Which whenT pluckr not, Sir, ſaid ſhe, 
Tell me, I pray, Whoſe hands arc thoſe? 
But thou ſhalt anſer, Lord, for me. 


Then Money came, and chinking ſtill, 
What tune js this, poore man? (aid he: 

I heard in Muſick you had $kill. 

But thou ſhalt anſwer, Lord, for me, 


Th:ncame brave Glorie puffing by 
In filks that whiſtled, who but he? 
He ſcarce allow'd me half an cic- 
But thou ſhalt anſwer, Lord, for me. 


Then came quick Wit and Converſation, 
And he would nceds a comfort be, 

And, to be thort, make an oration, 

But thou jhalt anſwer, Lord, for me. 


Yetwhen the houre of thy defigne 
To anſyer theſe tine chings ſhall come; 
Speak not at large, ſay, I am thine: 
And then they have their anſyver home. 


E 4 « Vanitie. 


» 
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EC Vanitie. Ar 


Oore filly ſoul, whoſe hope and head lies loyy: De 
Whoſe Hat delights on earth do creep and orow; 
To whom the ſtarres ſhine not ſo fair, as eycs ; 7 
Nor {olid work, as falſe embroyderies: At 
Heark and beware, leſt what you now do meaſure 
And write for fivect, prove a moſt ſore diſpleaſure. 


© heare betimes, leſt thy relenting oy 
May come to0 late! 
Topurchaſe heaven for repenting, 
Is no hard rate, : | TT 
If ſouls be made of earthly mold, LJ) | 
Let them love gold; A 
If born on high, : Ey 
Let them unto thear kindred flic; ; At 
For tney can neyer be at reſt, | Ai 
Tillthey regain their ancient neſt. W 
Then filly ſoul take heed; for earthly joy if 
Ts but a bubble, and makes thee a boy, Ti 
SRD =o 4 RO EEEEIERIE _ _—— bn 
«\ The Dawning. 
' A Wake ſad heart, whom ſorrow ever droywns: | 
Take up thine eyes, which tecd on earth; VF? 
Untold thy forchead gather'd into frowns: | K, 
Thy Saviour comes, and with him mirth: H 
Awake, awake; ; 
And with a thankfull heart his comtorts take, it 
But thou doſt ſtill lament, and pine, and cric; \ 
And fect his death, but not his viRoric, W 


Ariſ(c 
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Ariſe (ad heart; if thou doſt not withſtand, 
Chriſts reſurrefion thine may be : 

Do not by hanging doyn break from the hand, 
Which as it riſeth, raiſeth thee: | 

Arile, ariſe; 

And with his buriall-linen drie thine eyes, (grief 
Chriſt left his grave-clothes, that we might,when 
Draws tears,or bloud, not want an handkerchief, 


_ DO —_— 
i —WOYY—— _—_ —_—— ———— —_ 


 JESU. 


| + SU is in my heart, his ſacred name 
 )1sd 


ceply carved there: but th'other week 


} Agrecat afflition broke the little frame, 
{ Ey'nall topieces; which I went to ſeek: 


And firſt | found the corner, where was F, 


| After, where E S, and next where U was graved, 


When I had got theſe parcels, inſtantly 
I fat me down to {pell them, and perceived 


| That to my broken heart he was I eaſe you, 


—— u 


And to my wholeis FEST. 


| SEEN —_— | — 


- Ly — _n@_( 


«' Bulinefle, 


* Anſt be idle? canſt thou play, 
Fooliſh ſoul who fiur'd to day ? 


Rivers run, and {prings each one 
Knoyy thtir home, and get them gone; 
Halt thou tcars, or haſt thou none 3 


If, poore ſou!, thou haſt no tears, 
Would thou hadit no faults or tears ! 
Who hath theſe, thoſe 11] forbears. 
kt 4& 
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Windes ſtill work: it is their plor, 
Be the (ealun cold, or hot : 
Halt thou {ighs, or haſt thou not ? 


If thou haſt no ſizhs or grones, 
Would thou hadit no fleſh and bones ! 
Leſſer pains (cape grcater ones, 


But if yet thou idle be, 
Foolith ſoul, Who dr'd for thee 2 


Who did teave his Fathers throne, 

To aliume thy fleſh and bone, * | 
H:d he lite, or had he none 2 | 
1f he had not by'd for thee, 

Thou h:dit di'd molt wretchedly; 

And two deaths had been thy fcc. 


He ſo farre thy good did plot, | 
That his own ſclf he torgor: 


Did he die, or did he not & 


Tt he had not di'd for thee, 
Thou hadſt liv'd in miſerie. 


Tyvo hves vyorſe then tcn deaths be. 


And hath any ſpace of breath 
'Tvxt his innes and Saviours dcath ? 


He that Ioſeth goſd, though drofſe, 
Tells toall he meets, his croſle: 
He that hanes, hath he no lofſ: 2? ; 


He thit findes a ſilver vein, 
Tiinks on it, and thinks agann : 
Bria-s thy Saviours death no gat 1 2 
\Vho in hcart notcver kneels, 
Netther liane nor Sayivur feels. 
: « Dizlogue. 
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« Dialogue. 


+ Weeteſt Saviour, if my ſoul 
xz) Were but worth the having, 
Quickly ſhould I then controll 
Any thought of waving. 
But yhen all my care and pains 
Cannot give the nxme of gains 
To thy wretch ſo full of ſtains; 


What delight or hope remains? 


What ( childe) is the ballance thine, 
Thize the poiſe and meaſure? 
If 1 ſay, Theu ſhalt be mine, 
Finger not ty treaſure. 
What the gains in having thee 
Do amount to, onely he, 
Who for man was ſold can ſce, 
That transferr d th' accounts tome. 


But as I can (ec no merit, 

Leading to this fxvour; 
So the way to fit mc for it, 

Is beyond my favour. 
As the reaton then is thine; 
S0 the way is none of mine: 
] diſclaim the whole defigne: 
Sinne diſclaims and I refgne, 


That is all, if that 1 could 
Get without repining3 
And my clay ny creature would 
Follgw iny refignings 
That as I did jreely part 
With my glorie and deſerts 
Leſt all joyes 10 feel all ſmart---x 


Ah !no more: thou break'it wy heart, 


<q Dulneſits 
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q Dulneſle. 


Hy doT languiſhwghus, drooping and dull, 
\ V As if I were all earth? 
O give me quickneſle, that T may with mirth 
Praiſe tnee brim-full! 


The wanton lover in a curious ſtrain 
Can praiſe his faireſt fair; 
And with quaint metaphors her curled hair 
Cul o're again, 


Thorfart my lovelincfle, my life, my light, 
Beautie alone ro me: 
Thy bloudy death and undeſerv'd, makes thee 
Pure red and white, 


When all perfeCtions as but one appeare, 
That thoſe thy form doth ſhoyw, 
The very duſt, where thou doſt tread and go, 


Makes beauties here. 


Where are my lines then? my approaches? views? 
Where are my window-longs? 
Lovers are ſtil] pretending, & ev'n wrongs 


Sharpen their Muſe. 
But I am loſt in fleſh, whoſe ſugred lyes 


Still mock me, and grow bold: 
Sure thou didſt put a minde there, if I could 
Finde vvhere 1t hes, 
Lord, cleare thy gift, that with a conſtant wit 
I may but look towards thee: 
Look onely; for to love thee, who can be, 
What angel fit? 


q Loy:-joy. 


LU 


The Church. 
q Love-joy. 

S on a window late I caſt mine eye, 
Ar ſavy a vine drop grapes with F and C 
Anneal'd on every bunch, One ſtanding by 
Ask'd what it meant. I ( who am never lorh 
To ſpend my judgement ) aid, It ſcem'd to me 
To be the bodie and the letters both 


Of Joy and Charitie. Sir, you have not mils'd, 
| The man reply'd; It bgures FES US CHRIST, 


_— —— 


q] Providence, 


Sacred Providence, who from end to end 
Strongly and ſweetly moveſt! ſhall T write, 

| And not of thee, through whom my fingers bend 
To hold my quill? ſhall they not do thee right? 


Of all the creatures both in ſea and land 

Onely to Man thou haſt made known thy wayes, 
And put the pen alone into his hand, 

And made him Secretarie of thy praile, 


Beaſts fain would finz; birds dittie to their notes; 
Trees would be tuning on their native lute 

To thy renown: but all their hands and throats 

Are brought to Man, whule they are lame and mute, 


| Man is the worlds high Prieſt: he doth preſent 

| The (acrifice for all; while they below 

| Unto the {ervice mutter 2n aflent, 

(Such as ſprings uſe that fall, and vwindes that blow, 


He that to praiſe and laud thee doth refrain, 
Doth nor refrain unto himſelt alone, 

(But robs a thouſand who would praiſe thee fain, 
And doth commit a yyorld of finne in onc. 


The 
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The beaſts (ay, Eat me: but, if beaſts muſt teach, 


The rongue is yours to ear, bur mine to praiſe. 
The trees lay, Pull me: butthe hand you ſtretch, 
Is mine to write, as it is yours to raile. 


Wherefore, moſt ſacred Spirit, I here preſent 
For me and all my fellows praiſc to thee: 
And juſt its that I ſhould pay the rent, 
Becaule the benefit accrucs to me. 


Weall acknowledge both thy power and love 

To beexaR, tranſcendent, and divine; 

Who doſt ſo ftrongly and ſo fyvcerly move, 

While all chings have their will, yet none but thine, 


For either thy command, or thy permiſsi0n 
Lay hands on all: they are thy right and leſt. 
The firſt puts on with ſpeed and expedition; 
The other curbs finnes ſtealing pace and thetr, 


Nothing eſcapes them both: all muſt appeare, 
And be diſpos'd and dreſs'd, and tun'd by thee, 
Who ſweetly temper'ſt all. If we could hearc 
Thy $kill and art, what muſick would it be! 


Thou art in ſmall things great, not ſmall in any: 
Thy cven praiſe can neither riſc, nor fall, 

Thou art in all things one, in each thing many: 
For thou art infinute 1n one and all. 


Tempcſts are calm to thee; they know thy hand, 
And hold it faſt, 3s children do their fathers, 
Which cric and follow, Thou haſt made poore ſ:nd 
Check the proud ſea, ev'n when it ſwells and gathers. 


Thy cupboard ſerves the world: the meat is ſet, 
Where all may rcach: no beaſt bur knows his fced. 
Birds teach us hawking; fiihes have their net: 

T he great prey on the lcfle, they on tome weed. 


Not hin! 


pa 
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Nothing ingendred doth prevent his meat: 
Flies have their table ſpread, exc they appeare, 
Some creatures have in wintcr what to cat; 
Others do flcep, and envie not their cheer. 


How finely doſt thou times and ſeaſons ſpin, 

And make a twiſt checker'd with night and day ! 

Which as it lIengthens,vvindes, and winds us in, ' 
As bouls go on, but turning all che way, 


Each creature hath a wiſdome for his good. 

The pigeons feed their tender off-(pring, crying, 
When they are callow; but withdraw thcir tood 
When they are fledge, that nced may teach the flying, 


Bees work for man; and yet they never bruiſe 
Their maſters flow'r, bur leave ity having done, 
As fair as ever, and as fit to uſe: 

So both the flow'r doth ity, and hony run. 


Sheep eat the graſſe, and dung the ground for more: 
Trees after tearing drop their leaves for ſnil- 

Springs vent their ſtreams, and by expenſe get ſtore: 
Clouds cool by heat, and baths by cooling boil, = 


Who hath the vertue to expreſle the rare 

And curious vertues both of herbs and ſtones? 
Is there an herb for that ? O that thy care 
Would ſhow a root, that gives expreſſions ! 


And if an herb hath power, what have the {tarres 2 
A role, beſiles his beaurie, 15 a cure, 

Doubtlefle our plagues and plentic, peace 2nd wares 
Are there much ſurer then our arr is ſure, 


Thou haſt hid metals; man may take them thencez 

But at his perill: when he digs the place, 

He makes a grave; asf the thing had (enſe, 

And threatned man, that he ſhould fill che ſpace. _ 
Vn 
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Ev'n poyſons praiſe thee, Should a thing be loſt > R 
Should creatures want for want of heed their due ? Y 
Since where are poylons, antidots are moſt, W 
The help ſtands cloſe, and keeps the fear in view. A 
The ſea, which ſeems to ſtop the traveller, H 
Is by a ſhip the ſpeedier paſſage made. A 
The windes, who think they rule the mariner, H 
Are rual'd by him, and taught to ſerve his trade. O 
And as thy houſe is full, ſo 1 adore $ 
Thy curious art in marſhalling thy goods, $g 


The hills with health abound; the vales with ſtore; Ts 
The South with marble ; North with furres & wouds. Þ Bg 


Hard things are glorious; cafic things good cheap. Mt 
The common all men have: that which is rare, Cc 
Men therefore {ek to have, and care to keep. Tt 
The healthy froſts with ſummer-fruits compare. Th 
Light without winde is glafle: warm without weight Þ Th 
Is wool! and furres: cool without cloſcnefle, ſhade; Wh 
Speed without pains, a horſe; tall without height, Ero 
A ſervile hawk: low without loſle, a ſpade. $po 
All countreys have —_— to ſerve their need : To 
If they ſeek fine things, thou doſt make them run Wet 
For their oftencc ; and then doſt turn their ſpeed Mol 
To be commerce and trade from ſunne to  neoM Mo! 


Nothing wears clothes but Man; nothing doth need YBur 


But he to wear them, Nothing ulcth fire, Nor 
Bur Man alone, to thew his heav'nly breea: And 
And oncly he hath tuell in deſire, And 
When th' earth was dry, thou mad' a ſea of wet: All: 


Whe that lay gather d thou diaſt broach the monrzins:BYer ; 
When yer ſome places could no moiſture get, * (tains, To | 
The windes grew gard'ners,and the clouds 200d foun- 
Rain 


1- 
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Rain, do not hurt my flowers; bur gently ſpend 
Your hony drops: prefle not ro ſmell them here: 
When they are ripe, their odour will aſcend, 
And at your lodging with their thanks appeare, 


How harſh are thorns to pears! and yet they make 
A better hedge ,and need Jefle reparation. 
How ſmooth are ſilks compared with a ſt1ke, 


Oc with a ſtone! yer make no good foundation. 


Szometimes thou doſt divide thy gifts to man, 
Sometimes unite. The Indian nur alone 
Isclothing, meat and trencher, drink and kan, 
Boar, cable, fail and ncedle, all in one. 


Moſt herbs that growin brooks, are hot and dry. 
Cold fruits warm kernels help againſt the winde. 


The lemmons juice and rinde cuce mutually, 
The whey of milk doth looſe, the milk doth binde, 


Thy creatures leap not, bur expreſle a feaſt, 

Where all the nos fit cloſe, and nothing wants, 
Frogs marry fith and fleſh; bats, bird and beat; 
Sponges,non-ſenſe and ſenſe;mines,th' earth & plants, 


Toſhow thou art not bound, as if thy lot 

Were worle then ours, ſometimes thou ſhifteſt hands, 
Moſt thin2s move th* under-jaw; the Crocodile nor. 
Moſt things ſl:ep lying; th' Elephant leans or ſtands, 


But who hath praiſe enough? nay, who hath any? 
None can expreſſe thy works, but he that knows them? 
And none can know thy works, which are ſo many, 
And {o complete, but onely he that owes them, 


All things that are, though they have ſev'rall waycs, 


Yetin thcir being zoyn with cne adviſe 


To honour thee: and ſo 1 eive thee praiſe 


In al! my other hymncs, but in this rice. ww 
acl 
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Each thing that is, although in uſe and name 
It go for one, hath many wayes in ſtore 

To honour thee: and ſo each hymne thy fame 
Extolleth many wayes, yet this one more, \ 


- 


«q Hope. If 
| Gave to Hope a watch of mine: but he | 


An anchor gave to me, 


Thenan old prayer-book 1 did preſent: 


And he an oprick lent. | Pe 

" " 09 W 

With that T gave a viall full of tears: " 
But he a few green cares: / 
Ah Loyterer! T'le no more, no more I'lc bring; W 
I did expect a ring. 
Ar 
Sinnes round. Fo 
Orrie Iam, myGod, ſorricI am, Ar 
That my offences courſe it in a ring. Th 
My thoughts are worling like a buſic flame, 
Untill their cockatrice they hatch and bring; | 

And when thcy once have perfeed their cravghts, 

My words take fire from my inflamed chuughts. - 
My words take fire from my inflamed thoughts, Ev 
Which ſpit it forth hke the Sicilian hill. Ar 


They vent the wares, and paſſe them with their fault 
And by thcir breathing ventilate the ill, | 
Burt words ſuffice not, where are lewd intentions: 


My hands do joyn to finiſh the inventions, - 
My hands do joyn to finiſh the inventions: T} 
Ando my finnes aſcend three ſtories high, T] 
As Babel grey, before there were diflentions. 


Yet ill deeds loyrer not: for they ſupplie 
New thoughts of inning: wherefore to my ſhame, 
vorric I am, My God, ſorric Iam. In 
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«\ Time. 


Eeting with Time, Slack thing, ſaid I, 
Thy fithe is dull; whet it for ſhame. 
No marvell, Sir, he did replie, 
If it at length deſerve ſome blame: 
But where one man would have me grinde it, 
Twenne for one too ſharp do finde 1t. 


Perhaps ſome ſuch of old did paſlc, 

Who above all chings lov'd this life; 

To whom thy lithe a hatchet was, 

Which now 1s bur apruning-knite, 
Chriſts coming hath made man thy debter, 
Since by thy cutting he gruws better. 


And in his bleſſing thou art blcſt: 

For where thou onely wert before 

An cxecutioner at beſt ; 

Thou art a gard*ner novy, and more, 
An uſher to convey our ſouls 
Beyond the utmoit ftarres and poles. 


And this is that makes life ſo lon-, 
While it detains us from our God. 
Ev'n pleaſures here increaſe the wrong, 
And length of dayes leagrhen the rod. 
Who wants the place where God doth dwell, 
Partokes alre:dic half of hell. 


Of what ſtrange length muſt that necds be, 
Which cv'n ercrnitic excludes |! 
Thus farre Time heard me patiently: 
Then chafing faid, This mandeludes: 
What do I here before his doore ? 
He doth not crave lefle time, but more. 


q Grate-= 
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« Gratefulneſle, 
"— that haſtgiv'n ſo much to me, 


Give one thing more, a gratefull heart. 


See how thy beggar works on thce 
By art. 


He makes thy zifts occaſion more, 

And ſayes, It hen this be croſt, 

Allchou haſt giv'n kim heretofore 
Is loſt. 


But thou didſt reckon, when at firſt 
Thy word our hearts and hands did crave, 
What it would come to at the worſt 

To ſave: 


Perpetuall knockings at thy doore, 

Tears ſullying thy tranſparent rooms, 

Gift upon gift, much would have more, 
And comes, 


This not withſtanding, thou wentſt on, 

And didſt allow us all our noiſe: 

Nay, thou haſt made a fizh and grone 
Thy JoYesS. 


Not that thou haſt not ſill above 
Much better tunes, then grones can make; 
But that theſe countrey-aires thy love 


Did take. 


Wherefore I cric, and crie again ; 
Andin no quiet canſt thou be, 
Till I a thankfull heart obtain 
Of thee: 


But 


But 


The 


But 


At] 
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Not thankfull, when it pleaſerh me; 

As if thy bleſſings had ſpare-dayes : 

But ſuch a heart, whoſe pulſe may be 
Thy praile. 


No > © = ODT = > Wy 


_ as 


« Peace. 


Weet Peace,yhere doſt thou dwell?] humbly crave, 
\ | Let me once knoyy, 
I ſought thee ina ſecret caye, 
And ask'd, if Peace were there, 
A hollow windedid ſeem to anſwer, No: 
Go ſeck elſewhere. 


| did; and going did a rainbow note: 
| Surely, thought T, 
This is the lace of Peaces coat: 
I will ſearchout the matter, 
Butyhile 1 lookr, the clouds immediately 
Did break and ſcatter. 


Then went 1 to a garden, and did ſpie 
A gallant flower, 
The crown Imperiall : Sure, ſaid I, 
Peace at the root muſt dwell. 
But when I digg'd, I law a worm devoure 


What ſhow'd fo well. 


Atlenzth I met a rev'rend good old man; 
Whom when for Peace 
I 41d demand, he thus began; 
There was a Prince of old 
At Salem dwelt, who liv'd with good increaſe' 
Of flock and fold. 
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He ſweetly liv'd; yet ſiveetneſſe did not ſave 
His life from foes. 
But after death out of his grave 
There ſprang twelye ſtalks of wheat: 
Which many woudriog at, got ſome of thoſe 
To plant and cr, 


It proſper'd ſtrangely, and did ſoon diſperſe 
T hrough all the carth; 
For they that taſte it do rehearſe 3 
That vertue lics thereinz 
A ſecret vertue bringing peace and murth 
By flight of finne. 


Take of this grain, which in my garden grows, 
And grows tor you ; 
Make bread of it ; and that repoſe 
And peace which ev'ry. where 
With ſo much carncſ{tnefle you do purluc 
Is onely there, 


E—— 


« Confcſhion, 


What a cunning gueſt \, 
Is this ſame grief ! within my heart T made 
Cloſers, and in them many a cheſt; 
And like a maſter in my trade, 
Tn thoſe cheſts, boxes; in each box, a till: 
Yer grief knoyvs all, and centers when he will, 


No ſcrue, no piercer can 
Into a piece of timber work and winde, 
As Gods afli tions into man, 
When he a rorture hath deſign'd. 
They are too ſubtill for rhe ſubr'Ueſt hearrs 3 
And fall, like rheumes, upon the tendreſt parts, 


Une \ 
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We are the earth; and they, 

Like moles within us, heave, and caſt about: 
Andill they toot and clutch their prey, 
They never cool, muchleſle give out. 

No ſmith can make ſuch locks but they have keyess 

Cloſets are halls ro them; and hearts, high-wayes. 


Onely an open breaſt 
Doth ſhut chem our, {o that they cannot enter; 
Or, if they enter, cannot reſt, 
Bur quickly ſeek ſome new adyenture, 
Smooth open hearts no faſtning have; but figion 


Doth give a hold and handle to aſfliion, 


Wherefore ny faults and fannes, 
Lord, T acknowledge; take thy plagues away: 
For fincc confteſhon pardon winnes, 
I challenge here the brighief day, 
The cleareſt diamond: let them do their beſt, 
They ſhall be thick and cloudie to my breaſt, 


© Giddineſle. 


From ſetled peace and rc {t! 
He is ſome ewentie (ev'rall men at leaſt 
Each (cv rall houre, 


One whilc he counts of hcav'n, as of his treaſure: 
Buc then a thought creeps 1n, 
ind calls him coward, who for tear of f1nne 


Will loſe a pleaſure, 


H, what a thing is man! how farre from power 


Now 
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Now he will fight it out, and to the warres; Fc 
Now eat his bread in peace, 

And ſnudge inquiet: now he ſcorns increaſe; So 
Now all day ſpares, 

He builds a houſe, which quickly down muſt go, I|©' 
As if a whirlyinde blew Hi 

And cruſht the building: and it's partly true, 
His mindeis o, Tl 

O what a fight were Man, if his attire We 


Did alter with his minde; 


And like a Dolphins skinne, his clothes combin'd 


With his deſires! Of 
Let 
Surely if each one ſaw anothers heart, 
There would be no commerce, Bu 
No ſale or bargain paſſe: all would diiperſe, 
And live apart, Ble 
Lord, mend or rather make us: one creation 
Will not ſuffice our rurn: Wh 
Except thou make us dayly, we ſtall fpurn Ev 


Our own ſalyation. 


| — — ——— CY 


« The bunch of grapes, 
TP T did lock thee up: but ſome bad man 


Hathlet thee our again: 

And now, me thinks, I am where I began 
Sev'n yeares ago: one vogue and vein, 
One aire of thoughts ulurps my brain. 

I 61d roward Canaan draw; but now I am 


Brought back to the Red ſea, the ſea of ſhame, 
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For as the Jews of old by Gods command 
Trayell'd, and faw no town; 
So now each Chriſtian hath his journeys. ſpann'd; 
Their ſtorie pennes and (ets us doyvn, 
A ſingle deed is ſmall renown. 
Gods works arc wide, and let in future times: 
His ancient juſtice overflows our crimes. 


Then have we too our gurrdian fres and clouds; 
Our Scripture-dew drops faſt: 
We have our ſands and (erpents, tents and ſhroyds; 
Alas! our murmurings come not laſt, 
Rut where's the cluſter? where's the raſte 
Of mine inheritance ? Lord, if I muſt borrow, 
Let me as well take up their joy, as ſorrovy. 


But can he want the orape, ywho hath the wine ? 
I have their fruit and more. 
Bleſſed be God, who proſper'd Noahbs vine, 
And made it bring forth grapes good ſtore. 
But much more him I muſt adore, 
Who of the Laws ſowre juice ſweet wine did make, 
Evn God himſelf, being prefled for my (:ke, 


——R—— _— ———_— 


_ — Ca Dm _ 


« Love unknown. 


Eare Friend, fit down, the tale is long and ſad: 

And in my faintings I preſume your love 
Will more comple, then help. A Lor4I hae, 

And have, of whom ſome grounds which may im- 
| hold for two lives, and both lives in me. ( prove, 
o him. T brought a diſh of fruit one day, 

\nd in the middle plac'd my heart. Brithe 


( I fightoſay) 
E 


Looke 
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Lookt on a ſervant, who did know his cye 
Better then you know me, or ( which is one ) 
Then1 my telf. The lervant inſtantly 
Quitting the fruit, ſe:z'd-on my heart alone, 
And threw it in a font, wherein did fall 
A ſtream-of bloud, which iflu'd from the fide 
Of a great rock : I well remember all, 
And have good caule: there it was dipt and di'd, 
And waſht, and wrung: the very wringing yet 
Enforceth tears. Tour heart was foul, 1 fear. 
Indeed *tis true, I did and do commit 
Many a fault more then my leaſe will bear; 
Yet Gill askr-pardon, and was not deni'd, 
Bur you ſhall heare. After ny heart was well, 
And clean and fair, as I one even-tide 

(1 figh totell ) 
Walkt by my ſelf abroad, I ſaw a large 
And ſpacious furnace flaming, and thereon 
A boyling caldron, round about whoſe verge 
Was in great letters ſet AFFLICTION. 
"The greatneſle ſhew'd the owner. So 1 went 
To fetch aſacrifice our of my fold, 
Thinking with that which I did thus preſent, 
To warm his love, which I did fear grey cold, 
But as my hcart did tender it, the man 
Who was to take it from me, flipt his hand, 
And threw my hcart into the ſcalding pan; 
My heart, that brouzht it { do you underftand? ) 
'Fhe offerers heart, -Tour heart was hard, 1 fear. 
Indeed *tis true. I found a callous matter 
Bezan to ſpread and to expatiate there: 
Burt with a richer drug then ſcalding water 
I bath'd it often, ey'n with holy bloud, 
Which at 2 board, while many drunk bare wine, 
A friend did ſteal into my cup for good, 
Ev ntaken inyardly, and moſt divine 
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To ſupple hardnefſes. Bur at the length 

Our of the caldron getting, ſoon I fled 

Unto my houſe, where to repair the ſtrength 

Which I had loſt, T haſtcd to my bed. 

Byt when Ithought to fleep our all theſe faults 

| (I figh to ſpeak 

] found that ſome had {tuff'd the bed with thoughts, 
I would ſay thorns. Deare, could my heart not break, 
When with my pleaſures ev'n my reſt was gone ? 
Full well T underſtood, who had been there: 

For T had giv'n the key to none, but one: 

It muſt be he. Tour heart was dull 1 fear. 

Indeed a ſlack and fleepie ſtate of minde 

Did oft poſlefle me; (o that when I pray'd, 

Though my lips went, my heart did ſtay behinde, 
But all my ſcores were by another paid, 

Who took the debt upon him. T r#h , Friend, 

For ought 1 heares your Maſter ſbows to you 

More favour theu you wot of. Mark the eud. 

The Font did onely what was old renew: 

The Caldron \ſupplet what was grown too bard: 
The thorns did quickes, what was grows too dull, 
All did but ſtrive to mend, what you had marr'd. 
Wherefore bs cheer d, and prazſe him to tbe full 
Each day, each boure, each moment of the weeg, 
IWho fan woxuld bave you be new, teuder ,'quick«, 


M— F*Om — th _ 
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$ Mans medley, 


Eark how the birds do fing, 
And woods do ring. 
All creatures have their joy: and man hath his, 
Yet if we rightly meaſure, 
Mans joy and pleaſure Po 
Uther hereafter, then in preſent, is, 
F 2 16 
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To this life things of ſenſe 
Make their pretence: 
In th'other Angels have a right by birth; 
Man ties them both.alone, 
And makes them one, T6 
With th'one hand touchung heav'n,with th'other earth 


In ſoul he mounts and flies, 
In fleſh he dies. An 
He wears a ſtuffe whole thread is courle and round, Þ Ar 
But trimm'd with curious lace, 
And ſhould cake place | 00 
After the trimming, not the ſtufte and ground. 


My 


Not, that he may not here At 
Taſte of the cheer: I: q 
But as birds drink, and ſtraight lift up their head, Dn 
So mult he ſip and think | | 
Of betrer drink Th 
He may attain to, after he is dead. 
But as his joyes are double; Glc 
So is his trouble. 
He hath tyyo winters, other things but'one : Poe 
Both froſts and thoughrs do nip, Th 
And bite bis lip; | 
And he of all things fears two deat s lone, _ 
Yer ev'n the greateſt griefs 
May be reliets, 
Could he but rake them righr, and m their wayes, 0 
Happic is he, whole heart A 
Hath found the art To 


Toturn his double pains to double praiſe. 
q Ic 


The Church. 125 
& The Storm. 


E 2s the windes and waters here below 

Do flie and floyv, 

My ſighs and tears as buſie were above; | 
Sure they would moye 

And much ae & thee, as tempeſtuous times 

Amaze poore mortals, and object their crimes, 


Starres have their Ktorms, ev'n in a high degree, 
As wellas yve. 
A throbbing conſcience ſpurred by remorſe 
Hath a ſtrange force: 
It quirs the earth, and mounting more and more, 
Dares to allault thee, and befiege.thy doore. 


There it ſtands knocking, to thy muſicks wrong, 
And drowns the ſong. 
Glorie and honour are fee by eill tv 
1.."/ © An an{wer ger. 
Poets have wrong'd poore ſtorms : ſuch dayes are beſts 
They purge the aire withour, within the breaſt, 


d Paradiſe. 


| Bleſle thee, Lord, becauſe T 6 R ow 
Among thy trees, whichin a R ow - 
To thee both fruit and order o w. . 


EWhat open force, or hidden .c x a nM 
| Can blaſt my fruit, or bring me HAR My 
While the incloſure is thine ARM? 


F 3 Incloſe 
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Incloſe me Rtill for fear I sT arr. 
Be to me rather ſharp and-Tak Tr, 
'T hen let me want thy hand& a RT. 


When thou doſt greater judgements $P aR Fr, 
And with thy knife but prunc and Þ a R xg 
Ev'n fruitfull trees more fruitfull ak 8. 


Such ſharpnes ſhows the ſweeteſt FR E Np: 
Such cuttings rather heal then RE ND: 
And ſuch beginnings couch their E n Þ, 


——— 


Sh ——_—_ 
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«© The Method. 


Poore heart, lament, 
For ſince thy God refuſeth Al, 
'T here js ſome rub, ſome diſcontent, 
Which cools his will. 
Thy Father could 
uickly effe&, what thou doſt moyez 
For he is Power: and ſure he would; 
For he is Love. 


Go ſearch this thing, 
Tumble thy breaſt,and turn thy book. 
If thou hadſt loſt a glove or ring, 

Wouldit thou not look? 


What do I ſee 
Written above there ? Yeſterday 
T did bebave me careleſly, 
Whes I did pr ae 
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And ſhould Gods eare 
o ſuch indifterents chained be, 
ho do not their own motions hearc? 
Is God leſle free? 


But ſtay! what's there? 
ate when 1 would have ſomething done, 
had @ motion to forbear. 

Tet ] went 0. 


And ſhould Gods eare, 
hich needs not man, be ty d to thoſe 
ho heare not him, but quickly heare 

- His utter tocs? 


Then once more pray: 

Down with thy knees, up with thy VOICE, 

eck pardon firſt, and God will fay, 
Glad heart rejoyce. 


« Divinitie. 
A S men, for fear the ſtarres ſhould ſleep and nod, 
And trip at night, have ſpheres ſuppli'd; 
if a ſtarre were gduller then a clod, 
Which knows his way withgut a guide: 


uſt ſo the other heay'n they allo ſerve, 
Divinities tranſcendent skiz: 

Vhich with the edge of wit they cut and carye, 
Reaſon triumphs, and Faith lies by, 


ould not that wiſdome which firſt broacht the yyine; 
Have thicken'd it with dc :nitions ? 
\nd jago'd his ſcamlcfle coat, had that been fine, 
With curious queſtions and diviſions? = 
F 4 Bur 


. 
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But all the dotrine, which he taught and gaye, 
Was cleare as heav'n, from whence it came, 

At leaſt thoſe beams of truth, which onely ſave, 
Surpaſle in brizhtnefle any flame, | 


128 


Thi 


For. 


Love God, and love your neighbour. Watch and praflyyh 


Ds 44 you would be done unto. 
Odark inſtruftions; ev'n as dark as day ! 
Who can theſe Gordian knots undo? 


But hc doth bid us take his bloud for wine. 
Bid what he pleait; yer T am ſure, 

To take and taſte what he doth there dcligne, 
Is all that ſaves, ani not obtcure, 


Then burn thy Epicycles, fooliſh man; 
Brcak all thy ſpheres, and ſave thy head, 
Faith needs no ſtafte of fleth, but ſtoutly can 
To heay'n alone both go, and leade, 


EFF rn os IDO Wm (pm———_ 


Ephel. 4. 30. 
Grieve zot the Holy Spirit, &c. 
” Um art thou grieved, (weet and ſacred Dove, 


When I am ſowre, 
And crofle thy loye? 
Grigved for me? the God of ſtrength and power 
Griev'd for a worm, which when I tread, 


I paſſe away and leave it dead? 
| The! 


Aln 


Oh 


Th 


Lo 


If 


Yet 


If 1 
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Then weep mine eyes, the God of love doth grieyez 
Weep fooliſh heart, : = 
And weeping live: 
Fordeath a8 drie/ avglult, Yer it-ye party | 
End as the night, yhoſMQ@ble hue: 
Your (antes melt into. deyy.. 


44 When ſayvcie mirth ſhall knock or call at dooreg, 
Cne: aur, Get hence, 
Orcrie:no more, 
Almightic God doth grieve, he purs on ſenſe 
I finne not to my grief alone, 79 
But to my Gods tooz he doth grouc... 


Oh take thy lute, and wne it to a ſtrain, 
Which may with thee 
| :; - Allday comphin, 
There can no diſcord but in ceaſing be. 
Marbles can weep; and ſurely ſtrings 
More bowels have then ſuch hard thingss, 


Lord, I adjudge my (elf co ears and grief, 
Ev'n endlefle tears 
Without rclict, 
If a cleare ſpring for me no time forbears, 
But runnes, although ] þe not dric; 
I am no Cryſtall, what ſhall I ? 


Yetif I vyailnor ſtil, fGince {till ro wait : 
Nature denies; 
: - | And fleſh would fail, 
If my deſerts were maſters of mine eyes : 
Lord, pardon, for thy ſonne makes good 
My xyvant of tears with tore of bloud. 


12g 
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_—  ———— — ————_ —— ————  ___——_>—_—__—_ . 


— —_— ———_— ————— - - - 


130 The Church. 


$ The Familie, 


WHat doth this noiſe of thoughts within my heare 
Asif they had'apart 2: - -- 
What do theſc loud complaints and pulling fears, 
As if there yvere no rule or cares ? 


But, Lord, the houſe and familie are thine, 
"Though ſome of them repine. 
Turn out theſe wranglers, which defile thy. feat : 
For yvhere thou dwelleſt all is near. 


Firſt Peace and Silence all diſputes controll, 
Then Order plaies the foul; 
And giving all things their ſet forms and houres, 
Makes of wilde woods {weet walks and boywres. 


Humble Obedience neare the doore doth ſtand, 
ExpeCting a command : 
"Then whom in waiting nothing ſeems more {low, 
Nothing more quick when ſhe doth go. 


Joyes oft axe there, and griefs as oft 2s joyes; 
But griefs without a noiſe: 
Yet ſpeak they louder then diſtemper'd fears. 
What is (o ſhrill as filent tears ? 


'T his is thy houſe, with theſe it doth: abound: 
And where theſe are nor found, 
Perhaps thou com'ſt ſometimes, and for a day; 
But got to make a conſtant'tay, 


$ The 


Tit 
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(JOntent thee, greedie heart. 
Modeſt and moderate joyes to thoſe, that have 
Title to more hereafter when they part, | 
Are paſling brave, 
Let th' upper ſprings into the low 


Deſcend and fall, and thou doſt flow, 


What though ſome have a fraughe 
Of cloves and nutmegs, and in cinnamon (ail? 
If thou haſt wherewithall to ſpice a draught, 
When griefs preyail, 
And for the future time art heir 
To th' Ifle of ſpices, is't not fair? 


To bc in both worlds full 

Is more then God was, who was hungrie here, 

Would thou his laws of faſting diſanull? 
Ena&t good cheer? 

Lay out thy joy, yet hope to ſave it ? 

Wouldit thou both cat thy cake, and have it? 


Great joyes are all at once; 
But little do reſerve themſclves for more: 


And live on ſcore: 
Thoſe are at home; theſe journey till, 
And meet the reſt on Sions hill. 


Thy Saviour ſentenc'd joy, 

And in the fleſh condemn'd it as unfit, 

At leaſt 1n lump: for ſuch doth oft deſtroy; 
Whereas a bit 

Doth tice us on to hopes of more, 


And for the preſent healch reſtore, 


Thoſe have their hopes;theſe what they have renounce, 


132 - The Church. 
A Chriſtians ſtate and caſe 


Is not a corpulear, bur a thinne and ſpare, 
Yet attive ſtrength: whoſe long and bonie face 
Content and carc 
Do ſeem to cqually divide, 
Like a pretender, not a bride, 


Wherefore fit down, good heart; 
Graſp not at much, for fear thou loſeſt all. 
It comforts fell accordins to deſert, 
They would great froſts and ſnows deſtroy: 
For we thould count, Since the laſt joy. 


Then cloſe again the ſeam, 
Which thou haſt open'd; do not ſpread thy rcbe 
In hope of great things. Call to minde thy dream, 
An earthly globe, 
On whoſe meridian was engraven, 
T heſe ſeas are tears, and heay'n the baven, 
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© Artillerie. 


S Tone ey'ning fat before my cell, 
Me thoughts © ſtarre did ſhoot into my hap. 
I roſe, and ſhook my clothes, as knowing well, 
That from ſmall fires comes ofr no ſmall miſhap: 
When ſuddenly I heard one ſay, 
Do as thou uſeſt, diſobey, 
 Expell good motions jrom thy breaſt, 
which have the face of fire, but end in reſt. 
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I, who had heard of mulick in thg ſpheres, 
But nor of ſpeech in ſtarres, began tomuſe; 
Burturning to my God, whoſe miniſters 
The ſtarresand all things are; If I refuſe, 

Dread Lord, ſaid I, fo oft my goody - 

Then I refuſe not ey'n with bloud 

Towalſh away my ſtubborn thought: 
For I will do, or ſuffer what I ought. 


But I have alſo ſtarres and ſhooters too, 
Born where thy ſervants borh artulleries uſe, 
My tears and prayers night and day do wooe, 
And work up to thee; yet thou doſt refuſe, 
Not, but I am ( I muſt fay ſtill ) 
Much more oblig'd todo thy will, 
Then thou to grant mine: but becauſe 
Thy promiſe now hath ey'n ſet thee thy laws. 


Then vve are ſhooters both, and thou doſt deigne 
To enter combate with us, and conteſt 
With thine own clay. But I would parley fain: 
Shunne not my arrows, and behold my breaſt, 
Yet if thou ſhunncit, 1 am thine: 
I muſt be (o, if I am mine. 
There 1s no articling with thee: 
I am but finite, yet thine infinitely. 


Church. 
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« Church-rents and ſchiſmes, 


Rave roſe, (alas!) where art thou? in the chair 
Where thou didit lately fo triumph and ſhine, 
A worm dothit, whoſe many feet and hair 
Are the more foul, the more thou wert divine. 
This, this hath done it, this did bite the root 
And bottome of the leaves: which when the winde 
Did once perceive, it blew them under foot, 
Where rude uahallow'd ſteps do cruſh and grinde 
T heir beauteous glories, Onely ſhreds of thee, 
And thoſe all bitten, in thy chair I ſee, 


Why doth my Mother bluſh? is ſhe the roſe, 
And ſhows it (0? Indeed Chriſts precious bloud 
Gave you a colour once; which when your foes 
Thought to let out, rhe blecding did you good, 
And made you look much freſher then betore. 
But yvhen debates and fretting jealouſies 
Did worm and work within you more and more, Li 
Yourcolour faded, and calamities 
Turned your ruddic into pale and bleak: 
Your hcalth and beautie both began to break, 


Then did your (ev'rall parts unlooſe and ſtart: 

Which when your neighbours ſaw,like a north-vyinde,}, 
They ruſhed in, and caſt them in the dirt 5 
Where Pagans tread, O Mother deare and kinde, "a 
Where ſhall I get me eyes enough to weep, 

As many eyes as ſtarres? Since it is night, 


And much of Aſia and Europe faſt aſleep, | 


And ev'nall Africk; yould at leaſt T msght 
With theſe two poore ones lick up all the deyy, 
Which falls by night, and poure 1t our for you! 


0 | 
« Juſtice, | 
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d Juſtice. | 


Dreadſull Juſtice, whar a fright and terrour 
3 Walt thou of old, 
When finne and errour 
Did ſhow and ſhape thy looks to me, 
And through their glaffe diſcolowc thee ! 
ethat did bur look up, was proud and bold, : 


he diſhes of thy ballance ſeem'd to gape, 
| Like two great pits; 
5 The beam and (cape 
Did like ſome tort'ring engine ſhow? 
Thy hand above did burn and gloyy, 
anting the ſtouteſt hearts, the proudeſt wits, 


4 


ut now that Chriſts pure vail preſents the ſight, * 
I (ce no fears; 
Thy hand is white, 
T he ſcales like buckets, which attend 
And interchangeably deſcend, 
Lifting to heaven from this well of tears. 


For where before thou Kill didſt call on me, 
Now I till couch 
And harp on thee. 
Gods promiſes have made thee mine: 
de, Why ſhould I juſtice now decline £ 
\ozinſt me there 15 none, but for me much, 


Jn -— —— _ OO 
d The Pilgrimage. 
| Travell'd on, ſecing the hill, where lay 
; My expeCation. 
| A long it was and weary way. 
| The gloomy cave of Deſperation 


Tleftonth'one, and onthe other fide 
BEE The rock of Pride, And 
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And ſo Icame to phankes medow ſtrow'd 
| With many a flowers 
Fain yould I here have made abode, 


But I was quicken'd by my houre. 
So tocares cops I came, and there got through 
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That led me to the wilde of paſſion, which 
| Some call the wold ; 
A waſted place, but ſometimes rich. 
. - Heye Iyyas robb'd of all my gold, 
Save one, good Angel, which a friend hag trd 
ql | Cloſe ro my ide. 


At length I got unto the gladſome hill, 
| Where lay my hope, 
Where lay my heart: and climbing ſtill, 
When I had gain'd the brow and top, 
A lake of brackiſh waters on the ground 

Was all I found, 


EF 


With that abaſh'd and truck with many a ſting 
Of {warming fears, 
I fell, and cry'd, Alas my King! 
Can both the way and end be tears ? 
Yet taking heart, I roſe, and then perceiy'd 
I was decciv'd, 


My hill vyas further : fo T flung away, 
Yet heard acrie 
Juſt as I went, None goes that way 
And lives ©: If thatbe all, ſaid 1, 
After ſo foul a journey death is fair, 
And but a chair, 


her 


But ti 


hu 
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Are 
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« The Holdfaſt. 


T hreatned to obſerve the ſtciR decree 
"M Of my deare God with all my power and might; 
Buc I was told by one, it EG DC3 
er I might truſt in God to be my light, 


hen will T truſt, (aid T, in him alone. 
Ny, cv'n to truſt in him, was alforhis: 
We mult contcile that nothing is our own, 
hen I confefle that he my ſuccour 1s. 


2ht is ours, not to confefle 
That we have nought, I ftood amaz'd at this, 
Much troubled, till I heard a friend expreſle, 
nar all things were more ours by being hus, 
What Adan had, and forfcited for all, 
ChriſF keepeth now, who cannot fail or fall. 


But to have nou2 


« Complaining. 
Þ not beguile my heart, 


Becauſe thou art 
My power 2nd wiſdome. Put me not to ſhame, 
Becauſe Iam 
Thy clay that wceps, thy dult that calls, 


Thou art the Lord of glorie; 
The deed and {toric 
Are both thy due : but I a filly flie, 
That live or die 
Accordinz as the weather falls. 


Art thou all juſtice, Lord? 
Shoys not thy word 
More attributes? Am I all throat or eye, 
To weep or crie? 
Have I no parts but thoſe of grict ? 


Lex 
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Let not thy wrathfull power Thi 
AMii& my houre, 
My inch of life: or let thy gracious power 
Contratt my houre, 
That I may climbe and finde relief. 


<q The Diſcharge. 


U hte enquiring heart, what wouldſt thou know? 
Why doſt thou prie, 
And turn, and leer, and with alicorous eye 
Look high and low, Fo! 
And in thy lookings ſtretch and grow? 


Haſt thou not made thy counts, and ſumm'd up all? 
Did not thy heart 
Giye up the wholc, and with the whole depart? 
Let what will fall: T} 
That which is paſt who can recall? 


Thy life is Gods, thy time to come is gone, 
And is his right. 
He is thy night at noon: he is at night 
Thy noon alonc. G 
The crop is his, for he hath ſown. 


And well it was for thee, when this befell, - W 
That God did make | 
Thy buſineſſe his, and in thy life partake: 


For thou canſt tell, 


Tf it be his once, all is well. E 
Onely the preſent is thy part and fee. A 
And happy thou, 
If, though thou didſt not bear ghy future brow, 
T hou couldſt well ſee 


What preſent things requir'd of thee. & 
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They ask enoughz why ſhouldt thou further go 7 
Raiſe not the mudde 
f future depths, but drink the cleare and good, 
Dig not for wo 
In times to come; for it will groyy. 


an and the preſent fit; if he provide, 
He breaks the ſquare. 
This houre is mine : if fot the next I care, 
I erow too wide, 
And do encroach upon deaths fide: 


For death each houre environs and ſurrounds. 
He that would know 
And care for future chances, cannot go 
Unto thoſe grounds, 
But through a Churchyard which the bounds. 


Things preſent ſhrigk and die: but they that ſpend 
{ Their thoughts and ſenle 
On future grief, do not remove it thence, 
Bur it extend, 
And drayy the bottome out an end. 


God chains the dog till night: wilt looſe the chain, 
And wake thy ſorrow ? 
Wilt thou foreſtall it, and now grieve to morrow, 
And then again 
Grieve over freſhly all thy pain 2 


Either grief will not come; or if it muſt, 
Do not forecaſt: 
And whule it cometh, itis almoſt pat. 
Amway diſtruſt: 
My God hath promis'd; he is jug. 


$ Praiſe, 
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« Prailc. 


ng of Glorie, King of Peace, 
I will love thee : 
And that love may never ceaſe, 
Imwill move thee. 


Thou haſt granted my requeſt, 

T hou haſt heard me : 
The didſt notre my working breaſt, 

T hou halt ipar'd me, 


Wherefore with my utmoſt art 

I will ling thee, 
And the cream vf all my hear: 

I will bring thee. 


Though my ſinnes againſt me cried, 

T bou didſt cleare me 3 
And alone, when they replied, 

T hou didit heare me, 


Sey*n yyhole dayes, not one in ſeven, 
I will praiſe thee. 

In my heart, though not im heaven, 
I can raiſe thee. 


Thou grew'ft ſoft and moiſtwirh tears, 
Thou relentedRt : 

And when Juſtice call'd for fears, 
ThoudiflentedRt. 


Small it is, in this poore ſort 
To enroll thce : 

Ev'neternitiC is too ſhort 

To extoll thee. 


Lo 


As 
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« An Offering, 


Ome, bring thy gift, If blefhings were as flovy 
As mens returns, what would become of fools? 
What haſt thou chere? a heart? bur is it puge ? . 
ſearch well and ſec; for hearts have many holes, 
Yet one pure heart is nothing to beſtow: | 
In Chriſt two natwes met to be thy cure. 
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Othat within us hearts had propagation, 

vince many gifrs do challenge many hearts ! 

Yet one, it good, may title roa number z ' 

And Gngle things grow fruirfull by deſerts. 

In publick judgements one may be a nation, 

And fence a plague, whule others ſleep and flumber, 


But all I fear is left thy heart diſpleaſe, 

As neither good, nor one: fo oft divifions 
Thy luſts have made, and not thy luſts alone; 
Thy paſſions alſo have their ſer partitions, 
That. parcell out thy heart: recover theſe, 
And thou mayſt offer many gitrs in one, 


Therc isa balſame, or indeed a bloud, ( cloſe 
[Dropping from heay'n, which doth both cleanſe and 
All forts of wounds; of ſuch ſtrange force it is. 

ek out this All-heal, and ſeek no repoſe, 

Uatill thon finde and uſe it to rhy good : 

Then bring thy giftz and let thy hymne be this; 


Since my ſadneſle 
Into gladnefle 
Lord thou doſt convert, 
Q accept 
What thou haſt kept, 
As thy duc deſert, 


Had 
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Had I many, 
Had I any, 
(For this heart is none) 
All were thine 
_ Andnone of mine; 
Surcly thine alones 


Yet thy favour 

May give {ayour 
To this pooxe oblation ; 

And it raiſe 

To be thy praile, 
And be my (alyation. 


[""_ 


— — _ L — 
Longing. 
Wit ſick and famiſht eycs, 
With doubling knees and wearie bones, 
To thee my crics, 
To thee my grones, 


'To thee my fighs, my tears aſcend : 
No end ? 


My throat, my ſoul is hoarſe; 
My heart is wirher'd like a ground 


Which thou doſt curſe, 


My thoughts turn round, 


And make me giddic; Lord, I fall, 
Yet call. 


From thee all pitie flows. 
Mothers are kinde, becauſe thou art, 
And doſt diſpoſe 
Tothem a part : 
T heir infants them and they ſuck thac 
Maoxs free, 


Bow 


M: 


Cc 


Th 


Loi 
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Th 
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Bowels of pitie, heare! 
Lord of my ſoul, love of my minde, 
Bow doyn thine eare! 
Ler not the winde 
Scatter my words, and in the ſame 
Thy Name! 


Look on my ſorrows round! 
Mark well my furnace} O what flames, 
What heats abound! 
What griefs, what ſhames/ 
Conſider, Lordz Lord, bow thine eare, 
And hearel 


Lord Jeſu, thou didſt bow 
Thy dying head upon the tree: 
O be not now 
More dead to me! 
Lord heare! Shall be that made the earc, 
Not heare? 


Behold, thy duſt doth ftirrez 
It moves, it creeps, it aims at thee: 
Wilt thou deferre 
To (uccour me, 
Thy pile of duſt, wherein each crumme 
Sayes, Come ? 


To thee help. appertains, 
Haſt thou left all things to their courle, 
And laid the reins 
Upon the horſe? 

Is all lockt? hath a Ginners plea 

No key? 


Indeed 
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Indeed the world's thy book, 
Where all things have their leaf aflign'd: 
Yet ameck look 
.Hachinterlin'd. 
Thy board is full, yer humble gueſts 
Finde neſts, 


Thou tarrieſt, while I die, 
And fall to nothing: thou doſt reigne, 
And rule on high, 
While I remain 
In bitter grief: yer am I ſtil'd 
Thy childe. 


Lord, didft thou leave thy throne, 
Not to relieve? how can it be, 
Thatthou art grown 
Thus hard ro me? 
Were {inne alive, good cauſe there were 
To bear, 


But nov both ſinne is dead, - 
And all thy promiſes live and bide: 
That ywants his head; 
Theſe ſpeak and chide, 
And in thy bolome poure my tears, 
As theirs. 


Lord J't $u, heare my heart, 
Which hath been broken now fo long, 
Thar ev'ry part 
Hath got a tongue! 
Thy beggars grow; rid them away 
To day. 


V 


H 
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My love, my ſweetneſle, hearel 
By theſe thy feet, at which my hearc 
Lies all the yeare, 
Pluck out thy dart, 
And heal my troubled breaſt, which cryes, 
Which dyes. 


_—_—__ — _— —_ 


4] The Bag. 
Way deſpair; my gracious Lord doth heare. 
Though windes and waves aflaule my keel, 
He doth prelerve it: he doth ſteer, 
Evy'n when the boat ſeems moſt to reel. 
Storms arc the triumph of his art : 
Well may he cloſe his eyes, but not his hearr. 


Haſt thou not heard, that my Lord J Esu s did? 
Then let me tell thee a ſtrange ſtorie, 
The God of power, as he did ride 
In his majeſtick robes of glorie, 
Reſoly'd to light: and ſo one day 


He did deſcend; undrefling all che way. 


The ſtarres his tire of light and rinzs obtain'd, 
The cloud his bow, the fire his ſpear, 
The $kic his azure mantle gain'd. 
And when they ask'd, wit he would wears 
He ſmil'd and ſaid as he did go, 
e had new clothes a making here beloyy. 


hen he was come, as travellers are wont, 
He did repair unto an inne, 
Buth then and after, many a brung 
He did endure to cancell finne: 
And having giv'n the reſt before, 
cre he gave up his life to pay our ſcore, . 
ut 
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Bur as he was returning, there came one 
Thar ran upon him with a ſpear. 
He, who came hither all alone, 
Bringing nor man, nor arms, nor fear, 
Recery'd the. blow upon his fide, 
And ſtraight he turn'd, and to his brethren cry'd, 


If ye have any thing to ſend or write, 
(I have no bag, but here is room 
Unto my fathers hands and ſight 
( Belecve me) it ſhall ſafely come. 
That I ſhall minde, what you impart 
Look, you may put it yery nearc my hcarrt. 


Or if hereafter any of my friends 
Will uſe me in this kinde, the doore 
Shall ſtill be open; What he ſends 
1 will preſent, and ſomewhat more, 
Not to his hurt. Sighs will convey 
Any thing to me. Heark deſpair, away. 


OO” = — Yox—_ —— —o——m ooo ood RO ro oe On 


«] The Jews. 


Pore nation, whoſe ſyveet ſap and juice 
Oar cyens have purloin'd, and left you drie: 
Whoſe ſtreams we got by the Apoltles fluce, 
And uſc in baptilme, while ye pine and die: 
Who by nor keeping once, became a debter; 
And now by keeping loſe the letter; 


Oh that my prayers! mine, alas! 
Oh that ſomc Angel might a trumpet (ound; 
At which the Church talling upon her face 
Should crie ſo loud, untill the trump were drown d, 
And by that cric of her deare Lord obtain, 
That your {weet ſap might come againl 


q In 


Cal 


But ; 
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d The Collar. 
Struck the board, and cry'd, No more; 
I will abroad. 
Whar ? ſhall T ever ſigh and pine 2 
My lines and life are free; tree as the rode, 
Looſe as the winde, as large as ſtore. 
Shall I be {till in (uit ? 
Have I no harveſt but a thorn 
Tolet me bloud, and not reſtore 
What I have loſt with cordiall fruit ? 
Sure there was wine” 
Before my ſighs did drie itzthere was corn 
Before my tears did drown it. 
Is the yeare onely loſt to me ? 
Have I no bayes to crown it? 
No flowers, no garlands gay? all blaſted ? 
All waſted? 
Not ſo, my heart: but there 1s fruir, 
And thou haſt hands. 
Recover all thy figh-blown age 
On double pleaſures: leave thy cold dilpure 
Of what is fit, and not forſake thy cage, 
| Thy rope of ſands, 
Which pettie thoughts have made, and made to thee 


4 Goodcable, tocnforce and dravy, 


And be thy law, 
While thou didſt wink and wouldit not ſee, 
Away; take heed, 
I will abroad. 
Call in thy deaths head there: tie up thy fears, 
He that forbears 
To ſuit and ſerve his need, 
Deſerves his load. 
But as I rav'd and grew more fierce and wilde 
Ar every word, 
Me thouzhts Theard one calling, Childe: 
And I reply'd, My Lord, 
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« The Glimpſe. 
Whither away delight ? 


T hou cam'it bur now; wilt thou ſo ſo0n depart, 
And give me up to night ? 

For many weeks of lingring pain and (mart 

Bur one half houre of comfort for my heart ? 
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Me thinks delight ſhquld have 
More $kill in mulick, and keep better time, 
Wert thou a winde or wave, 
T hey quickly go and come with lefler crime : 
Flow'rs look about, and die not 1n their prime, 


Thy ſhort abode and ftay 
Feeds not, bur addes ro the-dehfire of meat; 
Lime beyg'd of. old (they lay) 
A neighbour ( rinz to cool his inward hcar ; 
Which by the . 


In hope of thee my heart 
Pickt here Md * 54h 4 crumme, and yvould not dic; 
ButconRant to his part, 
When as my fears forctold this, did replie, 
Aitlender four a gentle gueſt will tie. 


Yet if the heart that wept 
Muſtlet.thee go, rewwra when it doth knock. 
Although thy, heap bg kept 
For future timcs, the dxpppungs of rhe Rock 
May oft break forth, and never break the Jock. 


If I have more to ſpinne, 
The whecl ſhall go, fo that thy ſtay be ſhorr, 
Thou knowlt hoyv grigt ang, linne 
Diſturb the work. Q,znake menot their lport, 
Who by thy cooung;may be mage a court | 


prings accefle grew much moregrear, 


.... « Aflluran 
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$ Aflurance. 


() Pitefull bitter thought | 
Birterly patullthouzhe | Couldft chou inyent 
So high a torture? Is (uch poyſon bought e 
Doubtlefle, but in the way of puniſhment, 
When wit contrives to mcet with thee, 


No (auch rank poyſon can there be, 


T hou faid'ſ but even noyw, 
That all wagnot ſo fair as I conceiv'd , 
Berwixt my God and me; that I allow 
And coin large hopes; biit,that 1 vas decciy'd; 
Either the league was broke, or nearc itz 
And;-rthat F hactgreat-caufe ro fear 17, 


And what to this? whatmore 
Could poyſon, if it haTa tongue, expreſle ? 
What is & aim? wouldſt thou unlock the doore 
To cold deſpiirs,atid gnawing penfivencſſe ? 
Wouldſt thou raiſe devils ? 1 ſee, Tknow, 
I writ thy purpoſe long ago. 


| Bur T will to my Father, 
Who heard thee ſay it. O moſt gracious Lord, 
If all the hope and comfort that I gather, 
Were from my ſelf, T had not halt a word, 
Not half a lerter ro'oppoſe 
What is obje&ed by my foes: 


But thou art my deſert : 
And in this league, which nove my foes inyade, 
Thou art not onely to perform thy part, 
Burt alſo mine; as when = leaguewas made; 
Thou didſt at once thy ſelf indite, 
And hold tmy hand, while I did write. 


G 3 Wherefore 
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Wherefore if thou canſ fail, 
Then can thy truth and I: bur while rocks ſtand, 
And rivers ftirre, thou canſt not ſhrink or quail : 
Yea, when both rocks and all things ſhall disband, 
Then ſhalt thuu be my rock and toywer, [ 


And make their ruine praiſe thy poyer. T] 

Ye 

Now fouolith _ 20 ON, $0 

Spin out thy thread, and make thereof a coat An 


To hide thy ſhame: for thou haſt caſt a bone Sin 
Which bounds on thec, and will nut down thy throat. f An 
What for it ſelf love once began, 
Noy loye and truth will end jn man. 


ET —— —D— _— -—— Lo 
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6 The Call. - 
| | ; EIN 
(hon my Way, my Truth, my Life: "8 
Such a Way, as gives us breath; I 
Such a Truth, as ends all ſtrife : ; Yer 
And ſuch a Life, as killeth death, 
Come, my Light, my Feaſt, my Strength: F 
Sucha Light, as ſhows a feaſt: bh 


Such a Feaſt, as mends in lengrh: 
Such a Strength, as makes hus gueſt, 


Come, my Joy, my Love, my Heart: 
Such a Joy, as none can move : 
Such a Love, as none can part: \ FY 
Such a Kearr, as joyes in love. my 


«| Claſping 


, 


«My bufie heart ſhill fpinne it al 
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« Claſping of hands. 


Ord, thou art mine, and I am thine, 
Lis nune T am: and thine much more, 
Then I or ought, or can be nunc. 

Yet to be thine, doth me reſtore; 
So that again I now am mine, 
And with advantage mine the more: 
Since this being mine, brings with it thine, 
And thou with me dof thee reſtore. 
If I without thee would be mine; 
I neither f19uld bc rune nor thine. 


Lord, I am thine, and thou art mine: 
So mine thou art, that ſomething more 
I may preſume thee mine, then thine, 
For thou didſ ſuffer to reftore 
Not thec, but. me, and to be mine: 
And with adyantage mine the more, 
vince thou in death waſt none of thine, 
Yet then as maine didſt me reftore. 
O be mine ſtill! fill make me thine; 
Or rather make no Thine and Mine. 


_ —_— = a 


«| Praiſc, 


7 Ord, I will mean and ſpeak thy praiſe, 


Lis.” wn alone. 
my dayes: 
And when it ſtops for want of ſtore, 
Then will I wring ic with a ſigh or grone, 
T hat thou mayſt yer have more, 
G 4 


When 
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\When thou doſt favour any ation, 
It runnes, it flies: 
All things concurre to give it a nag ion. 
T hat which had but two legs before, 
When thou doſt blefle,hath tyvelve:one wheel doth rife 
To twenne then, or more. 
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But when thou dofſt on buſinefle-bloyy, 
It hangs, it clogs: 
Not all the teams of Albionin a row 
Can hale or draw it out of doore, 
Legs are but itumps, and Pharaohs wheels but logs, 
And itruzgling hinders more, 


Thouſands of things do thee employ 
In ruling all 
This ſpacious globe: Angels muſt have their joy, 
Devils thcir rod, the ſea his ſhore, 
The yvindes their ſtint; and yet when I did call, 
| Thou heardſt my call, and more. 


* 


T have not loſt one fingle texr: 
Bur when mine eyes 
Did weep to heav'n, they found a bortle there 
( As we have boxes for the poore ) 
Readie to take them in; yet of a lize 
Thar would contain much more. 


But after thou hadlt ſlipt a dro 
From thy right eycy 
C Which there did hang like ſtreamers neare the top 
Of ſome fair church, to ſhow the ſore 
And bloulie barrell which thou once didfſt tric ) 
Theglaſſe was full and more. 


Wherefore 


Th 


Wherefore I ſing. Yet ſince my heart, 
Though preſs'd, runnes thing 
O that I mighr ſome other heavrs convert, 
And ſo take up at ule govd taxes | 
\. I That to thy cheſts there might becoming in 
iſe Both all my praiſe, and more! 


A—————— 
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V V Ounded I fing, tormented { indite, 

Thrown down I fall into a bed, and reſt: 

Sorrow hath chang'd its note: ſuch is his will, 

Who changerh all things as him plealeth-beſt. 
For well he knows, if but one grief and ſmarr 

Among my many had his full career, 

Sure it would carrie with it ev'n my heart, 

and both would runne untill they found a biere 

To fetch the bodic; both being due to grief. 

Bur he hath ſpoil'd the race, and giv'n te anguiſh 

One of Joyes coars, ticing it with relicf 

Tolinger in me, and together languiſh, 

I hive to ſhew his power, who once did bring 

| My joyes to weep, and now my griefs to ſing. 

| 

| 

| 


-; ED ADELE be. 
« The Pulley. 


When God-at facſt made Man, 
Having a glaſle of bleſſings ſtanding by; 
Let us ( fatd he) poure on him all we can: 
Let the worlds riches, whuch diſperſed lie, 
Contract ito a ſpan, 
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So ſtrengrh fult made a way; 
Then beautie flow'd, then wiſdome, honour, pleaſure, 
When almoſt all yvas ont, God made a ſtay, 
Perceiving that alone of all his creaſure 

Reſt inthe botrome lay, 


For if I ſhould ( ſaid he) 
Beftow this jewell alſo on my creature, 
He would adore my gifts in fiend of me, 


2 And reſt in Nature, not the God of Nature : 


So both ſhould loſers be. 


Yet let him keep the reſt, 
But keep them with repining reftleſneſle: 
Let him be rich and wearie, tht at leaſt, 
If goodneſle leade him not, yer wearineſle 
; May toſk tum ro my breait, 


ied hoo. —_— _— 


$& The Prieſthood. 


Leſt Order, which in poyver doſt fo excell, 
Bra with th'one hand thou hifteſt ro the skie, 
And with the other throweſt doyn to hell 
Jn thy juſt cenſures; fain would I draw nigh, 

Fain put thee on, exchanging my lay-iword 


For that of th'holy Word. 


But thou art fire, ſacred and kallow'd fre; 
And I but earth ad clay :ſhould I preſume 
To wear thy habit, the ſevere attire 

My ſl-nder compoſitions might conſume, 

L am both foul and brittle; muchunfir 

To deal in boly Writ. 


— —_— Lo | —— — 


—_— 
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Yet have T often ſeen, by cunning hand 
And force of fire, what curious things are made 
Of wretched earth, Where once I (corn'd to ſtand, 


That earth is fitted by the fire and frade | 
Of $kilfull artiſts, for the boards of thoſe 
Who make the braveſt ſhoyvs, 


But fince thoſe great ones, be they ne're ſo great, 
Come from the earth,from yyhence thoſe veſſcls comes 
$0 that at once both feeder, dith, and mcat 

Have one beginning and one finall ſumme: 

Ido not greatly wonder at the fight, 


If earth in earth delight, 


But th' holy men of God ſuck veflels axe, 

As ſerve lym up, who all the world commands: 

When God youchſafeth to become our fare, 

Their hands convey him, who conveys their hands, 

O what pure things, moſt pure muſt thoſe things be, 
Who bring my God to me! 


Therefore I dare not, I, put forth my hand 


-FTo hold the Ark, although it ſeem to ſhake 


Through th' old finnes and new doCtrines of our land. 
Onely, fince God dorh often veſſels make 
Of lowly matter for high ules meet, 


I throw me at his feet, 


There will I lie, untill my Maker ſeek 

For ſome mean ſtuffe whereon to ſhow his skill; 

Then is my time. The diſtance of the meck 

Doth flatter power. - Leſt good come ſhort of.ull 

In praifing might, the poore do by ſubmiſſhon 
What pride by oppoſution. 


<q The 
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CT The Search. 


Hither, O, whither art thou fled, 
\ y My Lord, my Love? 
My ſearches are my daily bread; 
Yet never prove. 


My knees pierce th' carth, mine eies the skie: 
And yer the ſpherc 

And centre both to me denie 
That thou art there. 


Yet can I mark how herbs beloyy 

Grow green and pay; 
As if to meet thee they did knovy, 

Whale I decay. 


Yet can I mark how ſtarres above 
Simper and ſhine, 
As having keyes unto thy love, 
While pooxe1 pine, 


I fent a figh to ſeek thee our, 
Decp drawn in pain, 
Wing'd like anarrow: but my ſcour 
Returns 1n yain. 


I tun'd another ( having ftore ) 
Into a grone, 
Becaule the ſcarch was dumbe before; 
Bur all yas one. 


Lord, doſt thou fome new fabrick mold 
Which favour winnes, 

And keeps the preſent, leaving th' old 

Unto their lanaes? 
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Where is my God? what hidden place 
Conccals thee till 

What covert dare eclipſe thy face ? 

Is it thy will? 


O let not that of any thing: 
Let rather braſfſe, 
Or ſteel, or mountains be thy ring, 
And I will pafle. 


Thy will ſuch an intrenching is, 


As == thought: 
Toit all ſtrength, all (ubcilties 


Thy will ſuch a ftrange diſtance is, 
As that to it 
Eaſt and Weſt touch, the poles do kiſle, 
And parallels meer, 


Since then my grief mult be as large, 
As is thy ſpace, 

Thy diſtance from me; ſee my ary; 
Lord, {ee my caſe. 


O take theſe barres, theſe lengths away; 
Turn, and reſtore me: 
Be not Almightie; let me lay, 
Againſt, but for me. 


When thou doſt turn, and wilt be neare; 
What edge ſo keen, 
What point ſo piercing can appeare 
To come between? 


For as thy abſence doth excell 
All diſtance known: 
So doth thy neareneſle bear the bell, 
Making two one, 


Are things of noughtx. 
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q Grief. 


O Who will give me tcars? Come all ye ſprings, 
Dwell in my head and eyes: come clouds, & rain: 
My grief hath nced of all the watry things, 
That nature hath produc'd. Let ev'ry yein 
- Suck up a river to ſupply mine eyes, 
My weary weeping eyes too drie for me, 
_Unlefle they get neyy conduits, new ſupplies 
To bear them our, and with my ftate agree. 
What are two ſhallow foords, two little ſpouts 
Of a lefie world? the greater is but ſmall, 
A narrow cupboard for my griefs and doubts, 
Which want proviſion in the midſt of all. 
Verſes, ye are too fine a thing, too wiſc 
For my rough ſorrows: ceaſe, be dumbe and mate; 
Giye up your feet and running to mine cycs, 
And keep your meaſures for ſome lovers lute, 
Whoſe grief allows him mulick and a ryme: 
For mine excludes both meafure, tune, and time. 
; Alas, my God! 


b— 4 L ——— — 


«' The Croſlc. 


Whar is this ſtrange and uncouth thing? 
To make me figh, and ſeck, and faint, and die, 
U ntil:I had ſome place, where I might ſing, 
And ſerve thee; and not onely I, 
Bur all my wealth and familie might combine 
To ſet thy honour up, as our deſizne, 


And then when after much delay, 
Much vraſtling, many a combarte ,this deare end, 
So much defir'd, is giv'n, totake away * 
My poyyer tolerve thee; to unbend 
All my abilities, my defignes confound, 
And lay my thteatnings bleeding on the ground, 


One ague dwelleth in my bones, 
Another in my ſoul ( the: memorie 
What I would do for thee, if once my grones 
Could be allow'd for harmonie ) 
I am in all a weak diſabled thing, 
Saye in the fight thereof, where ſtrength doth ſting, 


Beſides, things ſort not to my will, 
Ev'n when my will doth ſtudie thy renown: 
Thou turneRt th' edge of all things on me ſtill, 
Taking me up to throw me down: 
$0 that, ey'n when my. hopes ſeem to be ſped, 
Iam to grict alive, to them as dead, 


To have my aim, and yet to be 
Farther from it then when I bent my boyz 
To make my hopes my torture, and the tec 

Of all my woes another wo, 

Is in the midſt of delicates to necd, 
And ey'n in Paradiſe to be a veed. 


Ah my deare Father, eaſe my ſmarr ! 
Theſe cengrarieties cruſh me: theſe crofſe ations 
Do winde a rope about, and cut my heart: 
And yet ſince theſe thy contradittions 
Are properly a crofle felt by thy ſonne, 
With but foure words, my words, Thy will be doze. 


C The 


The Church. 159 


The Church. 
«. The Flower. 


How fttth, O Lord, how feet aid clean 
Are thy returns?! en as the flow'rs in ſpring; 
To which, beſides their own dethean,. 
The late-paſt froſts tributes of pleaſure bring. 
- Grief nielts away 
+ Like ſnow in May, 
As if there were noſuch cold thing. 


Who would have thought my ſhrivel'd heart 
Could have recover'd greennefle ? It was gone 
uite under ground, as flow'rs depart 
To ſee their mother-root, when they have bloyn z 
Where they together 
All the hard weather, 


Dead to the world, keep houſe unknown. 


Theſe are thy wonders, Lord of poyver, 
Killing and quickning, bringing down to hell 
And up to heaven in an houre; 
Making a chiming of a paſſing-bell, 
We ſay amifle, 
This or that is: 
Thy word is all, if we could ſpel}. 


O that I otice paſt changing were, 
Faft in thy Paradiſe, where no flow'r can wither |! 
| Many a ſpring I ſhoot up fair, 
Offring at heav'n, growing and groning thither: 
Nor doth my flower 
Want a ſpring-ſhowre, 
My finnes and I joyning together, 


Bur 


Still 


Wha 


Aft 
An 
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But while I grow in a {traight line, 
Still upwards bent, as if heav'n were mine own, 
T hy anger comes, and I decline: 
What froſt to thar? what pole is not the zone, 
Where all things burn, 
When thou dofſt turn, 
And the leaſt frown of thinc 1s ſhown? 


And now in age I bud again, 
After fo many deaths I live and write; 
I once more ſmell the dew and rain, 
And reliſh verſing. O my onely light, 
It cannot be 
| Thar I am he 
On whom thy tempeſts fell all night. 


Theſe are thy wonders, Lord of love, 

To make us ſee we are but flow'rs that glide: 
Which when we once can finde and prove, 
Thou haſt a garden for us, where to bide. 

Wha would be more, 


Porfeit their Paradiſe by thear pride. 


— —— 


Dotage. 
Alle glozing pleaſures, casks of happineſle, 
Foolith night- fires, womens and childrens wiſhes, 
Chaſes in Arrzs, guilded emptineſle, 
Shadows well mounted, dreams in a career, 
Embroider'd lyes, nothing beryeen two diſhesz 
Theſe arc the pleaſures here, 
True carneſt ſorrows, rooted miſerics, 
Anguiſh in grain, vexations ripe and blown, 
Sure-footed griefs, ſolid calamities, 
Plain demonſtrations, evident and cleare, 


Fetching their proofs ev'n from the very bonez 
Theſe are the ſorrows here» But 
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Bur oh the folly of diſtrated men, 

Who griefs in earneſt, joyes in jeſt purſue; 
Preferring, like brute beaſts, a lothſome d:n 
Before a court, ey'n that above ſo cleare, 
Where are no forroyvs, but delights more true, 


Then mileries are here ! 


— SY —_\ 


« The Sonne. 


x Et forrain nations of their languagz boaſt, 
[Livbas fine varietie each tongue aftords: 
T like our language, as our men and coaſt: 
Who cannot drefle it well, want wir, not words. 
How neatly do we give one onely name 
To parents iſſue and the ſunnes bright ſtarre! 
A ſonne is light and fruit; a fruirfull flame 
Chaſing the fathers dimneſfle, carri'd farre 
From the firſt man in th* Eaſt, to freſh and new 
Weſtern diſcov'ries of poſteritie, 
So in one word our Lords humilitie 
We turn upon him in a ſenſe moſt true: 
For what Chriſt once in humblenefle began, 
Ve him in glorie call, The Sonne of Man. 


——_—_— — _ a wy 


<q A true Hymne, 


Myr joy, my life, my crown! 
My heart was meaning all the day, 
Someyyhar it fain would ſay: 

And ſtill it runneth murt'ring up and down 


With onely this, My joy, my life, my crows ! 


Yer 
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Yet ſlight not thele few words : 
If truly ſaid, they may-take part 

Among the beſt in arr. 
The finenefle which a hymne or pſalme affords, 
Is, when the ſoul unto the lines accords. 


He who craves all the minde, 
And all the foul, and ſtrength, and time, 
- If the words onely ryme, 
Juſtly complains, that ſomeyhar is behinde 
To make hus verſe, or write a hymne in kindc. 


Whereas if th'heart be moved, 
Although the verſe be ſomeyyhat ſcant, 
God doth ſupply che want. 
As when th'heart ſaycs (tighing to be approved ) 
O, could T boue | and ſtops; God writeth, Loved. 


» - —y * " - ——_——_—__—_—_—_—_ 
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\| The Anſiver. 


Mz comforts drop atid melt avvay like ſnow: 
I ſhake my head, and all the thoughts and ends 
Which my fierce youth did bandie, fall and flovv 
Like leaves about me, or like ſummer friends, 
Flyes of eſtates and ſunne-ſhine. But to all, 
Who think me eager, hot, and undertaking, 
But in my proſecutions ſlack and ſmall ; 
As a young exhalation, newly waking, 
Scorns his firſt bed of dirt, and means the skie;z 
But cooling by the yay, grows purſie and flow, 
And fetling to a cloud, dorh live and dic 
In that dark Rate of tears: to all, that fo 

Shovy me, and ſer me,1 have one reply, 
Which they that know the reſt, knovy more then I. 


CA 
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« A Dialogue-Antheme. 
Chriſtian. Death. 


Chr. Las, poore Death! where is thy glorie? 
Where is thy famous force,thy ancient ſting? 


Dea. Alas poore mortal, void of ſtorie" 
Go ſpell and reade how | have kill d thy King, 


Chr. Poore death! and who was hurt thereby ? 
Thy curſe being laid on him,makes thee accurſt, 


Dea. Let loſers talk: yer thou ſhalt die 3 ( worſt, 
Theſe arms: ſhall cruſh thee. C a 7: not,do thy 
I ſhall be one day better then befote: 


Thou fo much worſe,that thou ſhalt be no more; 


an. le. ttc. Me ah A. a. AE | -D.. 4.4 


-— —_— 


—_——— 


« The Warter-colftſe. 


Hou who doſt dwell and linger here below, ' 

Since the condition of this world is frail, 
Where of all plants afflitions ſooneſt grow; 
If troubles overtake rhee, do not wail : 

For who can look for lefle, that loverh Th , 

But rather turn the pipe, and waters courſe 
T 0 (erve thy finnes, and furniſh thee with ore 
Of ſor'raigne tears, ſpringing from true remorſe: 
That ſo in purenefſe thou mayſt kim adore, 


: | p Salvation. 
Who gives'to man; as he ſces fe, $ Damnation. 


«| Self. 


This 
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«7 Self-condemnation. 


Hou who condemneſt Jewiſh hate, 
For chooſing Barabbas a murderer 
Before the Lord of glorie; 
Look back upon thine own eſtate, 
Call home thine eye (that buſie wanderer ) 
That choice may be thy ſtorie. 


He that doth love, and loye amiſle 
This worlds delights before true Chriſtian joy, 
*  Hathmadea Jewiſh choice: 
The world an ancient murderer is; 
Thouſands of ſouls it hath and doth deſtroy 
With her enchanting voice. 


He that hath made a ſorrie weddi 


: | Berween his ſoul and gold, and hath preferr'd 


Falſe gain before the true, 
Hath done what he condemnes in reading: 
For he hath ſold for money his deare Lord, 
And ts a Judas-Jeyvy. 
Thus yve prevent the laſt great day, | 
And judge our ſelves. That light, which lin & paſſion 
Did before dimme and choke, 
When once thoſe ſnuffes are tane away) 
Secs bright and cleare, ey'n unto condemnation, 
Without excuſe or cloke. 


- _ a 


« Bitter-{wcet, 


AS my dcare angrie Lord! 
Since thou doſ love, yet ſtrike; 
Catt down, yer help aford; 

Sure I will do the like. 
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I will complain, yet praiſe; 

I will bewail, approve: 

And all my ſovrre-{weet dayes 
I will lament, and loye, 


MUIUIPRE Jegm————y — ——_ > — 


| & The Glance. | 


vw Hen firſt thy ſweet and gracious eye 
Vouchſaf'd ev'n in the midit of — and night 
Tolook upon me, who before did lie 
| Weltring in finne: 
I felt a ſugred ſtrange delight, 
Paſſing all cordials made by any arc, 
\ Bedew, embalme, and overrunnc my heart, 
And take it in, 


Since that time many a bitter ſtorm 
My ſoul hath felr,ev'n able to deſtroy, 
Had the malicious and ill-meaging harm 
His {wing and ſway ; 
But ſtill thy ſweet originall joy 
Sprung from thine eye, did work within my ſoul, 
And ſurging griefs, when they grew bold, controll, 
And got the day. 


If thy firſt glance ſo powerfull be, 
A mirth but open'd, and ſeal'd up again 3 
What wonders ſhall we feel, when we ſhall ſee 
Thy tull-ey'd love ! 
Whenthou ſhalt look us out of pain, 
And one aſpe& of thine ſpend in delight 
Morxe then a thouſand ſunnes disburle in light, 
_—__Inheavnaboxe! 


d The 
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$ The 23 Pſalme. 


He God of love my ſhepherd is, 
And he that doth me feed: 
While he is mine, and Iam his, 
What can I want or need? 


He leads me to the tender grafle, 
Where I both feed and reſt; 

Then to the ſtreams thar gently pafſe: 
In both I have the beſt. 


Or if I ſtray, he doth convert 

And bring my minde in frame: 
And all this not for ny deſert, 

But for his holy name, 


Yea, in deathsſhadie black abode 
Well may I walk, not fear: 

For thou art with me; and thy rod 
To guide, thy ſtafte to bear. 


Nay,thou doſt make me fit and dme, 
Ev'n in my enemies light: 

My head with oyl, my cup with wine 

Runnes over day and night, 


Surely thy ſweet and wondrous loye 
Shall mcaſure all my dayes : 
And as it never ſhall remove, 
So ncither ſhall my praiſe, 


« Mane 
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q Marie Magdalene. 


7 Hen blefled Maric wip'd her Saviours feer, 
VV Whoſe precepts the had trampled on before) 
And wore them tor a jewell on her head, 

Shewing his ſteps ſhould be the ſtreet, 
Wherein ſhe thencetorth evermore 
With penſive humblenefle would live and tread: 


She being ſtain'd her ſelf, why did ſhe ftrive 
To make him clean, who could not be defil'd? 
Why kept ſhe not her tears for her own faults, 
And not his feer? Though we could dive 
In tears like ſeas, our finncs are pil'd 
Deeper then they, in words, :nd works, and thoughts, 


Dearc ſoul, fhe knew who did youchſafe and deigne 
To bear her filth; and that her finnes did dath 
Ev'n God himſelf : wherecfore ſhe was not loth, 

As the had brought wherewith to ſtain, 

So to bring in wherewith to waſh: 


And yet 1n waſhing one ſhe waſhed both, 


—_ > — ee et et et Ie EE I Fer oe OO 


.q Aaron. 


HOlincſt on the head, 

Light and perfe&ions on the breaft, 
Harmonious bells below, raiſing the dead 
To leade them unto lite and rcit : 

T hus are true Aarons dreſt. 


Protaneneſſe in my head, 
DefeRs and darknefle in my breaſt, 
A noiſe of paſſions ringing me for dead 
Unto a place where is no reſt: 


Pooxe prieſt thus am I diet. 


M 


Ouncly 


$7 
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Onely another head 
I have,another heart and breaſt, 
Another muſick, making live not dead, 
Without whom I could have no reſt; 
In him I am well dreft. 
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Chriſt is my onely head, 
My alone onely heart and breaſt, 
My onely muſick, ſtriking me ey'n dead; 
| That tothe old man I may reſt, 
And be in him ney dreft. 


So holy in my head, 
PerfeR and light in my deare breaft, 
My doQtrine tun'd by Chriſt, who is not dead, 
Bur lives in me while I do reſt) 
Come people; Aaron's dreſt, 


KC —— _— OE" dis. _——— 
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q The Odour, 2, Cor.2. 
H Ow ſweetly doth My Mafter ſound! My Maſter! 
As Amber-greele leaves a rich ſent 
Unto the taſter: 
- Sodo theſe words a (weercoritent, 
An orientall fragrancie, My Mafer. 


With theſe all day I do perfume my minde, 

My minde ey'n thruſt into them bothz) 
That I might finde 

Whar cordrals make this curious broth * 

This broth of ſmells,that feeds and fats my minde. 


My Maſter, ſhall T ſpeak? O that to thee 
My ſervant were a little ſo, 
As fleth may bez 
That theſe two words might creep & grow 
To ſome degree of picinefle to thee! 
& H , 


Then 


Then ſhould the Pomander, which was before 
A ſpeaking feet, mend by refleQion, 
And tcll me more; 
For pardon of, my impertedion 
. Would warm and work it ſweeter then before, 


For when My Maſter, which alone is ſweet, 
Andev'n in my unwortkincfl? pleaſing, 
| Shall call and meet, 
My. ſervant ,as thee not diſpleaſing, 
That call is bur-rhe breathing of! che ſweet, 


This breathing would with gains by ſyeetning me 
(As ſweet things traffick when they meet) 
..._ * - Retwyn to thee, | 
And ſo this nevy commerce and fyyect 
Should all- my life employ, and bulic me. 


PI a 
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« The Foil. 
<Ih I we could ſee below 
'Theſpherg of yexrue, and cach ſhinjng grace 


| A>glainns as that above doth ſhow; 
'T his VWeFes better Se, the brighter place. 


* % 


Godhmwh made ftarres the foil 
Toſer off vertves ; gricts to ſet off finning; 
+. Yetin this wretched world we toll, 
AS*if guicf , WEJC Not foul;nor vertuc winning. 
PROTTII NTT uu nnepppnnnnagy —  — 
244.4 . The Forerunners;: 
He harbinzers arc core. See,ſce their mark: 
, l wi s 
White 15 their colour,znd behold my head, 
Buc mult chcy have my br11n? muſt they diſpark 
I hoſe ſp :rkhing notions, which therein were bred? 
V Maſt daln:fle turn'mc to a clod? 
Yer nave they l:tt mc, Thou art /fi my God. 


”— —-— 
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The Chareh,” - 17% 
*Good men ye be, to lcave me my beſt room, 
Ey'n -ll my heart;and'Whar is lodged there: 

1 paſſe not, L, whar of thc reſt become, 

So Thou art /till wy God, be out of fear, , . 

He will be pleaſed with that dittie; | 

And if I plcaſe him, I wwuate fine and vIttic, 


Farewell ſweet phraſes, lovely metaphors: 
But will ye leaverme thug? wherr ye before 
Of ſtews and brothels onelykneyv the'doores, 
Then did I waſh you with my tears;and more; 
Brought you to Church well dreſt and clad: 
My God mult have my beſt, ey'n alt I had, 


Lovely enchanting language, ſugar-cano, 

Hony ot rc'es, Whircher wilt thou flic? 

Hath for !ond lover tic'd thee to thy bane ? 

And y-:.i to» leave che, Churchand love attic? 
1, tho wilt ſoil thy broider'd coar, 

And hurt thy ic1f, and him tharfangs the note. 


Let fooliſh lovers, if they wilttove cor "D 
With canvas,not with arras ot ee Fore: 
Let follie ſp:..k in her own native tongue, ...... 
True beautic dwells on high : ours 15a flame 
But borrow'd.thence to light ug th ther, 
Beautie and beautcous.words ſhould go;rggethFre 


L 


Yet if you go, I paſſe not; takes your way:+ + 
For, Thou art /till iny Godz1s all thit ye 
Perhips with more embelliſhment tan fay.,”* 
Go birds of ſpring: kt winterhave his tee; ' 
Let a bl:ak pateneffe ch1k the dooye, 
So all within be liycher ithen before, Ef 
4 H 2 q The 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
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«q The Roſe. 


Reſle me not to-rake more pleaſure 
P In this world of fugred lies, 
And to uſe alarger meafure 


T hen my ftri&,yet welcorne fize. 


{ Firſt, there is no pleaſure here: 


Colourd griefs indeed tre arg, 


Bluſhing woes ghar look; as clears! 
| As if they could beauuie ſpare, 


Or if ſuch deceits there be, 
Such delights 1 meant to ſay; 
'T here are no ſuchthings to me, 


Who have paſs'd my right away. 


But I will not much oppoſe 

Unto what you now adviſc: 
Onely take this gentle roſe, 

And therein wy anſwer lies. 


What is fairer then a roſc? 

What is ſweeter?yer'it purgeth, 
Purgings enmitie diſcloſe, 

Enmurie forbearance urgeth, 


Tf then all that worldlings prize 
**Be contracted to xrole;; 
Sweetly there indeed it lies, 
Bur it. bixeth in the cloſe. 


So this flow'r doth judge and ſentence 
Worldly joyes to be a ſcourge: 
For they all produce repentance, 
' Andrepentance 1s a purge, 


SIA | Bnt 
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But I health, nor phyſick choole: 


Onely though I you oppoſe, 


Say thar Fairly I refule, 
For my anſwer is a roſe. 


7 


« Diſcipline. 


i 2a away thy rod, 

T hrow away thy wrath: 
O my God, 

Take the gentle path, 


For my hearts defire 
Linto thine is bent: 

I aſpire 
To a full conſent, 


Not a word or look 
I affet to own, 

But by book, 
And thy book alone. 


Though I fail, T weep: 
Though I hate IN pace, 
Yet I creep 


| To the throne of grace, 


Then let wrath remove; 
Love will do the deed : 

For with love 
Stonie hearts will bleed. 


Love is ſwift of foot; 
Love's a man of yarre, 
And can ſhoot, 

And cap hit from farre, 
__ 1 pH 


_ - 
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Who can ſcape his bow? 
That which wrought or thee, 


Brought thee lows. 


Needs muſt work on mg. 
Throw aw-y thy rod: 

Though man frailties hath, 

| Thou art God: 
Throw away_thy wrath. 


i. A. 


F 
—— L EI— 


"Ore ye hither all, whole taſtc 
| Is your waſte; 
Save: your. coſt,and mend your tare, 
Gcd is here prepar'd and dreſt, 
And the fait; 
God, in whom all dainrnics -are, 


Come ye hither all, hom wine 
Doth dctine, 
Niming youu not to your good: 
Weep what ye have drunk amiſle, 
; And drink this, . 
Which before ye drink is bloud. 


Gone ye hither all, whom pain 
Doth arraizne, 
Bringing all your ſinnes to fight: 
'J afte and fcar not; God is here 
In this cheer, 


And on finne doth caſt the fright. 


Come ye hither all, whom joy. 

2X Doth deſtroy; . 

While ye graze without your bounds: 

Here is joy that drowneth quite 
Your detidtr 


As 2 floud the lower grounds, 


« The Invitation, 


Come” 


The Church, 


Come ye hither all, whoſe love 
Is your dove, 
And exalts you to the $kie: | 
Here is love,which having breath 
Ev'n in death, 
After death can never die. 


Lord, I have invited all , 
And I ſhalt 
Still invite,ſtill call ro thee: 
For it ſeems but juſt and right 
In my fight, 
Where is all, there all ſhould be. 


| WE —_— —_—_— 
\ —_ _ 


«] The Banquet. 
Elcome fweet and ſacred cheer, 
Welcome deare 3 ' 
With me, in me, live and dwell: 
For thy neatneſle paſlerh (ht, 
| Thy aclight 
Paſſeth rongue to taſte or tell. 


Of what fweetncfle from the bowl” 
Fills my ſoul, 

ouch as is, and makes divine! 

Is ſome ſure (fled from the ſphere) 
Mclred there, 

As we ſugar melt in wine? 


Or hath ſwectneſle in the bread 
Made 2 head 
To ſubdue the ſmell of fiane? 
Flow'rs,and gummes,and powders giving 
All their living, 
Leſt the enemie ſhould winne? ei 
be. WER Doubts 
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Doubtlefle, neither ſtarre nor lower 
: Hath the power 
Such a fweerneſle to impart : 
Onely God, who gives perfumes, 
Fleſh aflumes, 
And with it perfumes my heart. 


But as Pomanders and wood- 
Still are good, 
Yet being bruis'd are betrer ſented: 
God, to thoywy hov farre his love 
Could improve, 
Here, as broken, is preſentcd. 


When I had forgot my birth, 
And on earth 
In delights of earth was drown'd; 
God took bloud,and needs would be 
Spilt with me, 
And ſo found me on the ground, 


Having rais'd me to look up, 

In a cup 
Sweetly he doth racet my taſte, 
Bur I ſtill being low and ſhort, 

Farre from court, 
Wine becomes a wing at laſt, 


For with it alone I flie 
To the skie+ 
Where I wipe mine eyes,and (ce 
What I ſcek, for what I ſue; 
Him I View, 
Who hath done ſo much for me, 


Let 


oO 


St 


Yet 


"I 
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Let the wonder of this pitie 

Be my daitric, F 
And take up my lines iid life: 
Hearken under-pain of 'death, 

Hands and breath; 
Strive in this,and love the ſtrife. 


IG, 


of -The Poſic. -- 


Et wits conteſt, 


And with ther words 2nd polices windows fill:- 


Leſt then the "5 
Of al thy mercies, 1s my polie till 


This on my tins, 

T his by my piure,zin my book T write: 
Whether I ing, 

Or ſay, or diftate, this is my dclizhr, 


Invention reſt, 
Compariſons go play,wi uſe thy will: 
Lege then the lea 
Of af Gods mercies, is my pokie { ill, 


A Parodie, 
Co joy, when thou art gone, 
oo And-I alone, 
Which cannor be, 
Becauſe: thou doſt abide with me, 
And I depend*on thee; 


Yet when thou doſt ſuppreſle 
| The cheertulneſie © 
Of thy abode; 
And in my powers not ſture abroad; 
7 ” Sur lcaye me to my load; 


- — - - 
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O what a damp and ſhade 
Doth me invade! 
| No ſtormie night Oc 
| Canſo afflit or fo affrighr, | 
| As thy eclipſed light. 


Ah Lord! do not withdrayy, 
Leſt want of aw Wh 
| Make Sinne appeare; 
'And when thou doſt but ſhine lefle cleate, 
Say that thouart not here, 


And then what life T have, Wh 
While Sinne doth rave, 
| And falſly boaſt, 
' :T hat T may ſeek, but thou art loſt; 
| Thou and alone thou know'ft., 


O what a deadly cold For 
| Doth me infold! 
| I. half belecve f 
'That Sinne ſayes true;bur while I gricye, 


Thou com'ſt and doſt relieve, 
_ _ an , ES 


The Elixer. 


Each me, my God and King, 
| In all. things thee to ſee, 
And what IT do in any thing , 
© To do it as for thee: 


| Not rudely, as a beaſt, 
Torunne mto an aRion; 
 Butſtill ro make thee prepoſieſt, 
And give x his perfeRion. 


A man- 


| 


The Chiich. 


A man that looks on glaſle, 
| On it may ſtay his eye; 
Or if he pleaſeth, through it pale, 
And then the heav'n clpie. 


Alt may of thee partake: 
| Nothing can be ja mean, 
Which with his tinfure (for thy ſake) 
Wil not grow bright.and clcan, 


A ſervant with this clauſe 
Makes drudgeric divine. 

Who ſweeps a room, as for thy laws, 
Makes that and th' aRion fine. 


This is the famous ſtone - 

That rurneth all ro gold: 
For that which God doth tcuch and own 

Cannot for lcfle be rold. 


« A Wreath, 

Wreathed garland of deſerycd praife, 
Of praiſe deſerved,unto'rhee 1 give, 
I give to } ng 8 knowelt all my waycs, 
My crooked winding wayes, whercih Tlive; 
Wherein I dic,not hve : for life 1s ftcaight, 
Straight as a line, and evcr tends to thee, . 
To thee,vwho art more farre above deceit, 
Then deceit ſcems above fimplicuue. 
Give me fimplicitie,that I may live, wy 
So hive and like,that I may know thy w:yes, _, 
Know them and praQtiſe them; then ſhall I give 
Forthispoore yricath,give thee a crown of praile, 
# F..Death, 


—__ - 


$« ++ = 


: The Church. 


« Death, 


Eath, thou waſt once an uncouth hideous thing, 
D Nothing but bones, 
T he ſad effe& of ſadder grones: 
[Thy mouth was open, but thou couldſt not ling, 


For we confider'd thee as at ſome fix 
Or ten yeares hence, 
After the loſle of life and ſenſe , 
Fleſhbeing rurn'd to duſt, and bones to ſticks, 


We lookt on this fade of thee, ſhooting ſhort 
Where we did finde 
The ſhells of fledye ſouls left behinde, | 
Dry dult,yhich ſheds no tears, but may extorrt. 


[But fince our Saviours death did put ſorae bloud 

; Into thy face, 
Thou art grown fair and full of grace, 

Muclrin xequeſt, much ſought for, as a good. 


For wc do now behold thee gay and glad, 
As at dooms-day; 
When ſouls ſhall wear their new aray, 


And all thy bones with beautic ſhall be clad, 


Therefore we cango die as ſleep, and truſt 
Halt that vve have 
Unto an honeſt faithfull grave; 
Making our pillows either dovvn, or duſt. 


« Dooms- 


- Read that leflon to the grave. 


The Church. 
q Dooms-day. 


Come away, 
Make no delay. 
Summon all the duſt to rife 
Till it ſirre, and rubbe the eyes; 
While this member jogs the other, 
Each one whiſpring, Live you brother ? 


Come away, 
Make this the day. p 
Duſt, alas, no mulick feels, 
But thy trumpet: then it kneels, 
As peculiar notes and ſtrains 
Cure Taranculacs raging pains. 


Came aways 
O make no ſtay! 
Let the graves make their confeſſion, 


Leſt at length they plead poſleſſion: 
Flethes ſtubbornnefle may have 


Come avvay, 
Thy flock doth ſtray. 
Some to-yindes their bodic lend.,. 
And in them may drown a friend: 
Some 1n noiſome vapours grow 
1's a plague and publick wo. 


Come aways 
Help our decay, 
Man is out of order hurÞ'd, 
Parcel'd out to all the world. 
Lord, thy broken conſort raile, 
And the mulick ſhall be praile, 


© Judge- 


122.- The Charch,” * 
C Judgement. 


Thy dreadfull look, 
Able a-heart of iron to appall, 

When thou ſhalt call 
For ev'ry mans peculiar book? 


What others mean todo, I knove not well: 

Yetl heare tell, 
; Thartſome will turn thee to ſemeeaves therein 
| So void of finaey 


| T hat they in merit ſhall excell. 


| 


But 1 reſolve, when thou ſhak call for mine, 
T hat to decline, 
And thruſt a reſtament into thy hand; 
= Let thit be ſcanin'd: 
| ' Therc thou ſhalt finde my faults ate thine. 


hw A aid. aftitiut. 


| 


Heaven. 
| Who will ſhow me thoſe delights on =_w 
Echo.” 
Thou Echo, thou art mort11l; all mer ache. 
Echo. N0- 
'þ Wert thou not born among the trees and leaves? 
Echo. Leaves. 
| And are there any leaves, that ſtill abide ? 
Echo. Bide. 
| What leaves are they? impart the matter wholly. 
Echo. Holy. 
Are holy leaves the Echo then of blifſe? 
Echo.” Tes: 
[Thea tell me, what is that ſupreme delight ? 
| Echo. Ligh 


bh. Judge,how ſhall poorewretches brook 


=_ =_ — commirly * 


t; 
Light 


I 
Li 


G/ 
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Light to the minde: vhat mg the will enjoy? 
Echo Oy. 
Pur are there cares and buſlinefle yvith the pleaſure? 


Echo; Letere. 
Light, joy, ind leiſure; bur ſhall they perſeve? 


Echo. Ever. 
PERRIN nmn——— _ _——— —_— _—_—_ .. 
ef Love. 
Ove bade me welcome: yet my ſoul drew back, 
L Guiltie ofduſt and finne. 


Bur quick-ey'd Love, obſerving me growſlack - 
From my firſt entrance in, 
Drew nearer to me, {weetly queſtioning, 
If 1 lack'd any thing. 


A gueſt, I anſwer'd, werthy to be here: 
Love ſaid, You ſhall be he. 
I the unkinde, ungratefull? Ah my deare, 
I cannot look on thee. 
Love took'my hand,and ſmiling did reply, 
Who made the eyes 3 T? 


| Truth Lord, but T have marr'd them: let my ſhame 
Go where it doth deſerve. 
And know you not, ſaycs Love, who bore the blameZ 
My deare, then I will ſerve. 
You muſt fat down, (ayes Love, and taſte my meats 
So Idid fit and eat, 


A F.N I-S; 


| Clorie be to God on high, and: oneartÞ 
peace, good will towards men. 


——— _ I — — — J—  - 
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TG ® Lmightic Lord,who from thy glorious 


, throne 
&, Sceſt andruleſt all things eyn as one: 


5 The ſmalle{tant or atome knoyys thy 
fe 2 power, 


Much more do Common- yeals acknowledge thee, - 
And wrap their policies in thy decree, 

Complying with thy counſels, doing nought 

Which doth not meet with an-ecernall ctheughtr, 

But above all, rby Church and'Spouſe doth prove 

- Not the decrees of poyver, but bands of love. 
Early didſt thoa ariſc to plant this vine, - 

Which might the moxe indeare it to be thine, 

Spices come from the'Eaftzſo did thy Spouſe, - 
Trimme as the highr,fyeet as the laden boughs 

Of Noahs ſhadie vine, chaſte as the dove; 

Prepar'd and fitted to receive thy love. 

"The courſeavas weſtward, that the ſunnemight lighg 
As well our underſtandin,' as our fight, 

Where th' Ark did reſt, there Abraham began - 

To bring the orher ark from Canean. 

Moſes purſu'd this: but King Solombr 

Finiſht -and fixr the old religion.” 

When it grew looſe, the Jews did Hope in yain - 

By nailing Chrift to faſten it again, 

But to the Genrniles he bore «r6ficand all, 
Rendeng with carthquakes the partition-wall. 
Qnely whereas the Ark iriglorie ſhone, - 
Now with the croſſe, as with a ſtifte, alone, - 
Beligjonglike ayilgrimeywelivand bai + 
-"fe TIRES Knock- 


Known 2l{o ro cach minnte of an houre - 


Gm at PA i. A. 0+. © _ 
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Knocking at all doores, cver as ſhe went. 
Yet as the (unne, though forward be his flight, 
Liſtens behinde him, and allows ſome light, 
Till all depart : ſo went the Church her way; 
Lecting, vehile one foor ſept, the other ſtay 
Among the eaſtern nationsfor a time, 
Till both removedto the weſtern clime. 
To E2ypt firſt ſhe came, where they did prove 
Wonders of anger once, but now of love. 
The ten Commandments there did flouriſh more 
Then the ten bitter plagues had done before . 
Holy Macarius and great Anthonie 
Made Pharaoh Moſes , changing th hiſtorie, 
Goſhen was darknefle, Egypt full of lights, 
Nilus for monſters brought forth Ifraclites. 
Such om hath mightie Baptiſme to produce 
For things miſsh pen, things of higheit ule. 
How deare to me, 0 God, thy counſels are! 

IWho may with thee compare? 
Religion thence fled into Greece, where arts 
Gave her the higheſt place in all mens hearts. 
Learning was pos'd, Philoſophie was ſer, 
Sophiſters raken in a fiſhers net. 
Plato and Ariftotle were at a loſle, 
And wheePd about again to ſpell Chri/7-Croſe. 
Prayers chag'd ſyllogiſmes into their den, 
And Ergo was transform'd into Amen. | 
Though Greece took horſe as ſoon as Egypt did, 
And Rome as bothz yet Egypt faſter rid, 
And ſpent her period and prefixed time 
Before the other. Greece being paſt her prime, 
Religion went to Rome, ſubduing thoſe, 
Who, that they might ſubdue, made all rheir foes. 
The Warrier his deere skirres no more reſounds, 
Bur ſeems to yeeld Chriſt hath the greater wounds 
Wounds willingly endur'd to work his blifſe, 
Who by an ambuſh loſt his Paradiſe, 
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The great heart ſtoops, and taketh from the duſt - 
A ad repentance, nor the ſpoils of luſt: 

Quitting his ſpear, teſt tr ſhould pierce az7in 

Him in his members,who for him wasflain. 

The Shepuerds hook grew to a ſcepter here, 
Giving new names and numbers to the yearc. 
But th' Empire dwelt in Greece, to comfort them * 
Who were cut fhortin Alexanders ftcemme. 

In both of theſe Proweſte and Arts did tame 

And tune mens hearts againſt the Goſpel came: 
Which uſing, and not fearing $kill in th' one, 
Orſtrength in th' other, did ere& her throne. 
Many a rent «n4 ſtrug2ling th' Empire knew, 

(As dying things are wont) untill it flew 

At length to Germanie, {till weltward bendingg 
And there the Churches feſtivall artending; 

T hat as before Empire and Atrs made ways 

(For no lefle Harbingers would ſerve then they) 
Sothey might ſt11], and point us out the place 


Where f:{t the Church ſhould raiſe her downcaſt faces - 


Strength leveisgrounds, Art makes a gatden there; - 
Then ſhowres Religion, and makes all to bear, 
Spaiz in the Empire ſhar'd with Germaniez 
But Enzlazd in the highc: viftoric; 
Giving the Chunch a crown to keep her ſt:re, 
And not go left: then ſh: had done ot I1te, 
Con/tantines Briciſh line meant this of old, 
And did this myſteric wrap up and fold 
Within a ſheet of paper, which was rent 
From times great Chronicle, and hither ſent. 
Thus both the Church and Sunne together raa ' 
Unto the fartheſt old meridian. 
How deare to me, O God, thy counſels are! 
I ho may with thee compare? 
Much about one and theſame time and place, 
. Beth where and when the Church began her race, 


Sinng - 


If 
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Sinne did fer out of Eaſtern Babylon, 

And trayelPd weſtward allo: jaurneying on 

He chid the Church, away, where ere he came, 

Breaking her peice, and tainring her good name. 

Ac firſt he gur to E2ypt, and did ſow 

Gardens of gods,wiich ev'ry yeare did grow, 

Freſh and fine deities. They were at great coſt, - 

Who for a god clearely a fallet loft. 

An! what a thing is man deyoid of grace, 

Adoring garlick with 2n humble face, 

Begging his food of thatwhich he may eat, 

Starving the while he worſhippeth his meat! 

Who makes-a root his god, how low is he, 

If God and man be lever'd infinitely! 

Whit wretchednefſ* can give him any room, 

V/hoſe houſe is foul, while he adores his broom? 

None will belceve this now, though money be 

In us the ſame tranſplanted foolerie. 

Thus Sinne in Egypt ſneaked for a while; 

His higheſt was an ox or crocodile, ; 

| And ſuch poore game, Thencc he to Greece doth paſle, - 
And bciny craftrer much then goodnefle was, 

H- left behinde him g-rrifons of finnes, 

To make gaod that whichev'ry day he winnes. 

Here Sinne took heart, and for a garden-ved 

Rich ſhrines and oracles he purchaſed: 

He grew a gallant, and would needs foretell 

As well what ſhould befall, as what befell. 

N:y, he became a poet, and would (crve 

His pills of fublimate in that conferve. | 

The world came both with hands and purſes full 

To this great lotrerie, and all would pull. 

Bur all was glorious cheating, brave deceit, 

Where ſome paore truths were ſhuffled for a bait 

To credit him,and to diſcredit thoſe 

Who after him-ſhould brayer truths diſcloſe, 
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From Greece he went to Rome: 2nd as before 
He was a God,now he's an Empcrour, 

Nero and others lodg'd him braycly there, 
Pat him in truſt to rule the Romane ſphere. 
Glorie was his chief inſtrument of old: 


Pleaſure ſucceeded ftraight,yvhen that grew cold: 


Which ſoon was blown co ſuch a mighty flame, 
"That though our Saviou: did deſtroy the game, 


Diſparking oracles, 3nd all their treaſure, 
Setting afMlition to encounter pleaſure; 
Yer did a rogue with hope of carnall joy 
Cheat the moſt ſubnll nations, Who ſo coy, 


S0 trimme, as Greece and Egypt? yer their hearts 


Are given over, for their cur1ous arts, 

To ſuch Mahometan Rupidities, 

As the old heathen would deem prodigics, 

How deare to me,0 God, thy counſels are! 
Who may with thee compare ? 

Onely the Weſt and Kome do keep them free 

Ffom this contagious infidelitie, 

And this is all the Rock, whereof they boaſt, 

As Rome will one day finde unto her coſt, 

Sinne being not able to extirpare quite 

The Churches here, bravely reſoly'd one night 

'Tobea Church-man too, and wear a Mitre: 


The old debauched ruſhan would turn writer, 


I ſavy him in his Rtudic, where he (ate 

Buhie in controverſies {prung of late. 

A gown and pen became him wondrovs well: 
His grave aſpe& had more of heav'n then hell; 
Onely there was a handſome piRture by, 

To which he lent a corner of his eye. 

As Sinne in Greece a Prophet was before, 
Andinold Rome a mightie Emperour; 

So now being Prieſt he plainly did profeſle 
To make a ief of Chriſts three offices: 


The 


The Church Militant. 


The rather ſince his ſcatter'd jugglings were 

United now in one both time and ſphere. 

From ESP! he took pettie deities, _ 

From Greece oracular infallibilicies, 

And from old Rome the libertie of pleaſure, 

By free diſpenfings of the Churches treaſure, 

Then in memoriall of his ancicnt throne 

He did ſurname his palace, Babylop. 

Yet thax he might the better gaiu all nations, 

And make that name good by their rranſmugrationss 

From all theſe places, but at divers times, 

He took fine vizards to conceal his crimes: 

From Eg2ypt Anchoriſme and retiredneſle, 

Learning trom Greece,from old Rome ſarelineſſcs 

And blending\theſche carri'd all mens eyes, 

While Truth ſit by, counting his viRories: 

Whereby he grew apace, and icorn'd to uſe 

Such torce as once did captivate the Jews; 

But did bewitch;and "vo. work each nation 

Into a voluntarie tranſmigration. 

All poſte ts Rome: Princes ſubmit their necks 

Either t his publick foot or. private tricks, 

It —_—_ ft his gravitic to ftirre, 

Nor his long journey,nor his gour and furre. 

T herefore he {ent out able nuniſters, 

Stateſmen within, yvithout doores cloiſterers: 

Who without ſpear, or (word, or ether drumme 

Then what was1n their tongue, did overcome; 

And having conquer'd , did ſo ſtrangely rule, 

That the whole world did ſeem but the Popes mule. 

As new and old Rome did cone Empire miſt 

So both together are one Aatichriſt, 

Yet with two faces, as their Janus was3 

Being in this their cld crackt looking-glaſle. 

How -deare.to me, O God, thy counſels ire! 
Whom y with thce compare 


1% 


Thu? 


ps | | : 
£90 The Church Militant. 
Thus Sinne triumphs in Weſtern Babylon; 
Yet not as Sinne , but 2s Relivion . 
Of his rwo thrones he made the latter beſt, 
And to defray his journcy from the eaſt. 
Old and new Babylon are to hell and niche, 
As is the moon and ſunne to hcay'n an livhe, 
When th' one did ſet, the other did take place, 
Confronting equally the lavy and grace. 
They arethells land-marks , Sarans double creſt: 
They are Sinnes nipples, feeding th' caſt and weſt, 
But as in vice the copie ſtil exceeds 
The pattern, bur not ſb in vertuous deeds; 
So thqugh Sinne made- his latter ſear the better, 
Thetarter Churchis to the firit adebrer . 
The ſecond Temple could-nor reach the bt: 
And the late reformation neverdirft | 
Compare with ancient rttmes and purer yeares; 
But in the Jews and us deſerveth tears. 
Ny, it ſhall eV'ry yeare decreaſe and fade; 
Till ſuch a darknefle do the world invade 
At Chrifts Ia coming, as his firſt did tinde: 
Yet mult there fuch proportions be aſſign'd 
To theſe diminithings,as is between. ' © 
The ſpacious world and Fry robe ſeen. 
Relizion ſtands on tip-toe in our land, 
Ready to paſſe tothe American ſtrand. 
When height of malice, and prodigious luſts, 
Impudent hnning, witchcrafts, and diſtrus 
( 1 he marks of futvie bane) ſhall GN out cup - + 
Untorhebrimme, and make our meafure up: 
When Sein hill (willoy T iher, and the Thames 
By letting in them-both , pollutes her ſtreams: 
When Italic of us ſhall h:ye her will, 
And all her calender of finnes fulfil]; 
 Whereby one may forctell, what finnes next yeare 


Shall both in F rance and England gonmuncer; 


Then 


The Church Militant. 


'Then ſhall Religion to America flee: 
They have their times of Goſpel, ev'n as awe, 
My God, thou dottprepare for them a way 
| By cartying fizft theu gold from-them ayyay: 
For gold and grace did nevcr yet agree: 
], Religion alwaies fides with povertie. 
We think we rob them; but we think amiſle: 
We are more poore, and they more rich by this, 
Thou wilt revenge their quarrelÞ, making grace + 
To pay our debts, and leave onr ancientplate = | 
To go to them, whule that whichrnevwr their nation * 
Bur lends to us, ſhall be ourdeſolarion. fo. 
Yet as the Church ſhall chither weſtward flic, 
So Sinne thill trace anddogther inſtantly: 
They have their period alſo and fer times 
Both for their vertuous ations and their crimes, 
And where of old the-Erpire arid the Arts 
'Uther'd the Goſpel cver in mens hearts, 
Spain hath done one; when Arts perform the other, 
The Church ſhall come, & Sinthz Church ſhall ſmo- . 
Taat wh-n they have accompliſhed the ronnd, ( ther: 
| And met in tly caſt their firſt and ancient found, 
Judgement may meet them both & ſearch themround, 
Thus do both lights, 2s welt in Charch as Sunnc, 
Light one ano: her, and together runne. 
Thus alſo Sinne and Dorknefle follow ſtill 
The Church and Sunne with all their power and $kil, 
Burt as the Sunne ſhillgoes both welt and eaſt; 
So allo did rhe,Church by going weſt || 
Still eaſtward go; becaule 1: drew more neare 
To time and place, where julgement ſhall appeare, 
How geare to me, 0 G04, thy counſels are! 

Who may with thee compare? 


t9e 


« L Envoy. 
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KEYED 


e one make warre to ceaſe; 


Wizh the other bleſſe thy ſheep, 

Thee to Jave, in thee to ſleep. 

Let not Sinne deyoure thy fold, 

Bragging that thy bloud is cold, { 

"Thar thy deathis alſodead, 

While his conqueſts daily ſpread; T 

That thy fleſh hath loſt his food, T 

And thy Crofle is common wood. | A 

Choke him, let him ſay no more, 

But reſerve his breath in ſore, 1 

Till thy conqueſts and his fall 

Make his ſighs to uſe it all, T! 
- - And then bargain with the winde A 

' To diſcharggwhar is bchinde. 


Bleſſed be God alone, 
Thrice bleſſed Three 1n One. 
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